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PREFACE. 


From  iny  early  years  I  have  possessed  a  love 
for  and  derived  a  joy  from  poetry.  I  have  enjoyed 
and  lingered  over  its  eloquence,  and  entered  into 
and  lived  in  its  expressed  emotions  and  depths  of 
its  feeling- ;  and  again  and  again  has  the  longing 
come  to  me  that  1  might  write  something  of  the 
emotions  which  stirred  within  me.  I  have  to 
thank  the  friendly  patience  and  the  kind  forbear- 
ance with  which  the  proprietors  of  The  Leicester 
Guardian,  Messrs.  Thornley  &  Waddington,  dealt 
with  my  first  attempts  to  put  my  thoughts  and 
feelings  into  intelligible  poetic  phrase.  Let  me 
here  acknowledge  their  kind  encouragement.  It 
is  my  earnest  and  deep  desire  that  these,  my  first 
attempts  at  poetry,  may  bring  some  joy  to,  or 
disperse  the  clouds  from  the  path  of  some  of  life's 
wayfarers.  If,  happily,  this  my  hope  shall  be 
accomplished,  I  shall  rest  contented  that  my 
efforts  have  neither  been  useless  nor  vain,  and  I 
shall  be  encouraged  to  perseverance,  and  future 
efforts  to  improve. 

DENIS    MATTHEWS. 
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ON    A    SUMMER    DAY. 

THE  cuckoo  is  calling  away  in  the  fields 

Where  hay-perfumed  breezes  are  blowing, 

Sweet  festoons  of  woodbine  are  gracefully  hung 
Where  wood-doves  are  drowsily  cooing, 

And  poppies  so  gay  nod  their  heads  as  they  sway, 
So  bright  and  so  red  and  so  glowing. 

Where  sweet  pictures  throng  and  short  snatches  of  song 
•  Cross  hills  and  through  valleys  are  ringing, 

And  squirrels  in  glee  leap  from  tree  into  tree, 
Where  ivy  so  densely  is  clinging ; 

And  the  long  branches  say,  no  sighing  to-day, 
We'll  each  of  us  join  in  the  singing. 

On  this  beautiful  day,  then,  I  would  away 
To  bask  where  wild  flowers  are  growing, 

To  hear  the  man's  song  the  tall  grass  among, 
Which  falls  at  his  feet  as  he's  mowing, 

Where  the  butterflies  gay  are  flitting  all  day, 
Eternally  coming  and  going. 

Whei-e  the  long  grass  is  mown  there  I  would  sit  down, 
And  hark  to  the  brook's  happy  greeting, 

Where  the  bright  fishes  flash,  hear  the  brook  in  its  dash, 
Proposals  for  ever  repeating ; 

The  sweetbriar's  blushes,  'mongst  tangles  of  bushes, 
Are  infinitely  pure  but  fleeting. 

'Mongst  the  woods  and  the  dells,  the  lanes  and  the  hills, 

Ne'er  shall  I  grow  tired  of  roaming, 
Where  life  is  all  gay  on  a  bright  summer  day 

Could  I  sit  and  just  revel  till  gloaming ; 
'Moner  beautv  and  grace  I  could  dream  of  a  place 

Where  flowers  for  ever  were  blooming. 
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OUR    WILL'S    OUR    OWN? 

How  vast  this  human  throng, 

How  strong  its  flowing  tide, 

As  wave  on  wave  its  billows  roll 

In  swift  succession  to  one  given  goal. 

We,  units  pigmy  in  the  moving  throng, 

Like  ripples  on  this  life's  unmeasured  sea, 

Straggling  to  live,  are  borne  to  eternity: 

Immersed,  immured,  controlled,  aye  driven 

By  mighty  unrelenting  fate, 

To  where  we  pray'd  that  we  might  never  go. 

One  fiercely  strives  amongst  the  pressing  throng 

To  clear  a  pathway  whence  to  walk  along 

To  his  most  longed  for  goal,  but  all  in  vain; 

For  time,  unerring,  tireless  time, 

Shall  trip  him  up  and  cast  him  helpless, 

Ere  he  grasps  the  thing  most  coveted. 

And  yet  they  tell  us  that  our  will's  our  own. 


DAISIES:     TO    THE    CHILDREN. 

FLORAL  mazes  made  of  daisies 
Spread  a  carpet  o'er  the  field, 
Earthly  stars  as  pure  and  bright 
As  are  heav'nly  stars  by  night. 
Let  us  wander  'mongst  their  mazes, 
Let  us  sing  of  daisies,  daisies, 
Flower  of  so  many  graces, 
Flower  with  a  golden  heart. 

Sunshine  dances  in  your  eyes, 
Blushes  tinge  your  petals  pure, 
And  you  smile  all  void  of  care, 
Everywhere,  yes  everywhere. 
And  you  saw  "  The  Fairy  Queen  " 
Had  a  carpet  all  of  green, 
So  with  petals  pinky-pure 
Spangled  all  the  meadows  o'er. 

Spring  the  Fairy  came  to  play 
In  your  pretty  spangled  way, 
Whispered  to  you  long  and  low, 
That  is  whv  you're  blushing  so. 
While  I  wa,nder  'mongst  your  mazes 
I  will  sing  of  daisies,  daisies, 
Flower  of  so  many  graces, 
I  must  sing.  I  love  you  so. 
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TO    WEATHER    GRUMBLERS. 

For  shame,  you  men,  how  can  you  grumble  so  ? 

How  can  you  say  so  oft  "  'twere  better  much 

If  it  would  rain  within  your  chosen  hour, 

Or  in  your  time  would  show  a  brighter  face  ?" 

Why  call  the  weather  fickle  and  why  grumble  so, 

Because  its  passing  mood  may  suit  you  not  ? 

Widen  your  narrow  view  a  little,  do : 

You  see  but  just  the  present  as  it  touches  you. 

Grasp  Nature's  grand  beneficence  and  see, 

Betokened  by  her  blossoms,  how  she  loves  you. 

Her  schemes  extend  afar  beyond  the  now : 

Seasons  of  cloud,  or  rain,  or  shine. 

They  are  as  stitches  which  do  bind  and  weave 

Her  fabric  into  one  great  whole. 

She  scans  a  wider  hemisphere  than  you. 

How  often  she  has  soothed  your  discontent, 

And  in  the  past  has  given  so  much  of  good, 

Has  showered  upon  you  royal  plenteousness. 

Forget  not,  then,  the  issue,  it  will  bring 

Through  intermittent  clouds  plenteous  harvesting. 


IMPRESSIONS. 

I  STAND  in  the  evening's  gloom, 
Watching  the  weird,  grey  sea, 
Where  densely  the  mists  hang  low 
There's  something  calls  to  me 
Like  an  extant  living  thing, 
But  shrouded  in  mystery. 

I  stand  by  the  heaving  wave, 
Watching  the  billows  roll ; 
I  watch  as  it  ebbs  and  flows, 
Striving  to  reach  its  goal ; 
And  I  think  I  hear  a  moan 
Like  a  mournful,  restless  soul. 

Again  and  again  it  comes, 
Borne  as  the  waves  roll  in : 
'Tis  just  like  a  long,  low  moan 
Amongst  the  breakers'  din  ; 
'Tis  just  like  a  wailing  soul 
When  evening's  shadows,  dim, 
And  the  clouds  of  night  caress 
With  shadows  dense  and  grim, 
There  blends  with  a  rhythmic  roll 
A  ci-y  like  a  weary  soul. 
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UNFORGIVEN. 

HEAK  me,  Father,   in  your  mercy, 

Hear  me  with  a  Godly  patience, 

Let  my  heart  speak  put  its  burden 

Let  it  tell  its  haunting  .story. 

Can  I  tell  it,  how  I  suffer, 

How  my   heart  is  faint  and  weary, 

Half  of  how  it  craves  for  calming* 

How  it  needs  a  swift  forgiveness. 

I  have  suffered  long  in  silence, 

Daring  not  to  ask  forgiveness. 

Hear  me  now,  most   Holy  Father, 

In  Thy  human  mercy  hear  me. 

Patience,  patience,  Holy  Father, 

Speech  comes  to  me  in  the  darkness, 

And  my  heart  is  overflowing : 

Speech  comes  to  me  like  the  tear-drops 

When  a  passion  pent  is  loosened. 

Seemeth  life  a  flowing  river, 

I  a  floating  barque  upon  it, 

Just  a  storm-toss'd,  weary  something, 

To  the  great  for  ever  carried. 

I  have  lingered  in  the  shadows. 

Drinking  life's  bright-coloured  pleasures, 

Never  thinking,   never  striving, 

Never  heeding,  never  aiding. 

Now  I  see  upon  life's  river, 

Far  beyond  my  call  or  longing, 

'Mongst  the  cruel  currents  mocking. 

Gliding  on  and  ever  gliding 

Past  the  utmost  distant  haven. 

'Mongst  the  breakers  tossing,  tossing. 

With  a  face  all  woe-begotten, 

With  a  posture  all  despairing. 

Thither  driven  by  my  passion. 

By  a   thoughtless,  cruel  passion, 

Wrecked  beyond  the  hopes  of  saving. 

I  have  called  in   accents  frantic. 

I  have  prayed   in  urgent  pleading. 

Prayed  in   abject,   deep  repentance. 

Prayed  with  tears  of  bitter  sorrow. 

Yet  the  vision  floats  before  me, 

Deeply  pierces,  ne'er  relenting. 

And  a  voice  from  out  the  distance 

Crieth  with   an  utte'%  anguish. 

Mocking  me  the  while  I  sorrow. 

Mocking  all  mv  liopes  and  striving. 

With  its  hopples*  poignant   mocking. 
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Tell  me,  Father,  is  it  hopeless, 
Must  I  onward  go  despairing? 
Doth  a  deep  and  trae  repentance 
Nothing  weigh  in  Heaven's  justice? 
Is  the  act   beyond  recalling? 
Is  the  lost  beyond   reclaiming? 
Fails  my  heart,  why  do  you  falter? 
Speak,  oh  Father,  speak  and  tell  me. 
Must  you  thus  withhold  your  blessing, 
Though  the  heart  doth  bleed,  confessing? 
Is  the  human  past  redemption? 
Silence  deep  speaks  out  your  horror, 
Silence  deep  and  ne'er  forgotten, 
Spea.keth  to  my  heart  the  answer ; 
Oil  my  heart  is  all  misgiving, 
Stifled  is  my  deep  emotion, 
And  the  silence  grows  the  denser. 


Just  a  ray  of  ligjit  comes  struggling 
Through  the  church's  figured  window, 
And  it  seems  some  clammy  fingers 
Grip  my  heart  in  deadly  tension, 
And  my  body  shakes  and  trembles 
Like  the  stript  trees  of  the  autumn, 
At  the  dawn  of  winter  dying. 
Hopelessly  my  footsteps  falter, 
Through  the  church  they  strangely  echo, 
And  my  brain  is  strangely  throbbing. 
Cometh  now  a  message  to  me, 
In  my  youth  I  often  heard  it : 
Better  were  it  that  a  mill-stone 
Round  your  guilty  neck  were  hanging, 
Better  that  the  deepest  ocean 
Covered  you,  than  thus  offending. 


Thus  I  wander,  mocked  and  tortured, 
Ever  with  a  shadow  o'er  me, 
Stamped  indelibly  upon  me, 
Marks  of  sin  upon  my  forehead. 
Thus  to  be  until  the  ending, 
Till  my  flesh  is  worn  and  dying, 
Voices  round  me  ever  crying, 
Unforgiven  !  Imforgiven  !" 
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TO    THE    WINTRY    WINDS. 

WHY  do  you,  winds,  so  weirdly  moan 
Through  naked  trees  and  hedgerows   bare? 
Seek  you  the  autumn,  your  gay,  sweet  love, 
To  find,  alas!  she  is  not  there? 
Why  did  you  then  so  buffet  her 
Whom  once  you  loved  to  linger  near? 
Why  did  you  change  your  whisp'ring  love 
To  boisterous  fierceness,  insincere? 

So  short  ago  you  lingered  round 
With  fond  caress  and  cadence  sweet, 
Sped  zephyrs  soft  on  sunny  rays 
That  flickered  in  your  love's  retreat. 
Then  myriad  tints  suffused  her  face, 
Glowed  glorious  in  shaded  hue ; 
Twain  met,  she  blushed  in  ecstacy, 
Now  she  is  gone:  were  you  not  true? 

Why  did  you  change?  why  did  you  blow 
Chilly  and  fierce,  so  rude  and  rough  ? 
How  could  you  strip  her  i«uthlessly  ? 
Was  not  to  lose  your  love  enough  ? 
And  now  you  would  repent  and  mourn, 
Would  blow  in  weird  and  dirge-like  sound, 
Where  you  in  harsh  and  cruel  mood 
Scattered   her  garments  o'er  the  ground. 
Had  you  forgotten  the  hamionies 
She  sang  with  you  when  love  was  young? 
When  the  first  blush,  like  sunset's  glow. 
Her  fair  cheeks  mantled  as  you  sung? 
Did  you  not  then  from  morn  till  eve 
Touch  her  fair  cheeks,  and  with  a  thrill 
Caresses  lavish,  aye  and  e'en 
Through  evening's  dusk  the  morn  until  ? 

Had  you  forgotten  those  serenades, 
When  you  did  woo  her  in  cadence  low? 
Had  you  forgotten  those  vows  then  made? 
How  did  you  dare  to  treat  her  so? 
You  may  now  mourn,  your  passions  vent 
On  the  nude  boughs  of  sombre  hue. 
NOAV  like  a.  pall  of  black  and  sedge, 
Where  her  sweet  blushes  flitted  through. 

Stricken  and  sad,  weirdly  moan  on 

Through  the  dark  shades,  mourning  thy  love  : 

No  bright   glitter  or  gilded  glow, 

Only  grim  shadows  looming  above. 

WThen  spent  your  passion  then  learn  to  love, 

Blend  your  soft  zephyrs  in  sweet  refrain  : 

Thus  then  it  mav  be  thv  lost  love 

Will  don  new  robes  and  smile  again. 
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WINTER'S    MORROW. 

AUTUMN  as  a  fading  picture  fast  is  passing  from  our 

view, 
Shaking  off  its  gorgeous  garments,  leaving  us  a  picture 

new, 
See  how  sparkling  dewdrops  glisten,  where  the  sweet 

dog-roses  grew, 
Hanging  there  as  love's  protection  till  the  roses  grow 

anew. 

All  the  glory  has  not  faded  when  the  leaves  all  lie  below, 
There  are    little  germs  of    flowers  budding  'neath  the 

winter's  snow. 
Yes,  though  gilded  autumn's  passing,  losing  fast  each 

lovely  hue, 
We  can  calmly  watch  her  fading,  for  the  flowers  grow 

anew. 

When  my  summer  is  declining  and  the  autumn  visits  me, 
Oh  that  then  I  might  be  laid  'neath  an  autumn-tinted 

tree. 
There   the   leaves,    while  gently    falling,    covering    me 

where'er  I  lie, 
Till  the  new  life  shall  awaken  in  the  spring-time    bye 

and  bye. 

Yes,  leaves  would  be  a  beauteous  pall,   coloured    as  I 

loved  to  see, 

Falling  gently,  ever  falling,  till  they  kindly  covered  me. 
Thus  protected  from  the  storm  and  the  frost's  cold 

keen  embrace, 
Just  to  wait  for  spring  time's  coming,  with  its  fresh 

and  flowery  grace. 

Could  I  question  winter's  passing?     Could  I  question 

summer's  new? 

Or  could  I  doubt  new  flowers  would  grow 
Where  those  other  flowers  grew  ? 
Nay :  though  colours  now  have  faded  from  the  hill  and 

dell  and  plain, 
Soon    the   winter's    morrow    cometh,    spring    will    sure 

bring  flowers  again. 


LINES    TO    A    DESPONDENT    ONE. 

CHILLY  blows  the  wintry  wind, 
Chasing  leaves  across  the  lea; 
Lo\v  the  clouds  loom  overhead, 
Blending  grey  and  ebony. 
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Vanished  autunui's  beauteous  scenes, 
Lo,  the  trees  are  stripped  and  nude ; 
Where  the  woods  with  singing  rang 
Reigns  a  silent  interlude. 

Yes,  the  glory,  it  has  gone, 
Gone  from  sward  and  bank  and  bough ; 
Where  the  winds  made  music  sweet 
Seems  to  be  all  sighing  now. 

Here  and  there  a  lifeless  leaf 
Weirdly  rustles  on  a  tree, 
Ghosts  of  beauty  past  and  gone, 
Signs  of  winter's  cruelty. 

Stay !  I  see  a  ruddy  leaf, 
Coloured  as  I  love  to  see, 
Spite  of  doubting  unbelief, 
Spite  of  winter's  cruelty. 

Now  a  brigiht  and  sunny  ray, 
Glowing  on  each  withered  thing, 
Lights  the  gloomy  canopy, 
Makes  the  robin  blithely  sing. 

Where  the  ray  has  pierced  the  gloom 
Dawns  a  fleck  of  bright  blue  sky ; 
Spite  of  gloom  and  piercing  wind, 
All  the  brightness  cannot  die. 

Xo,  all  brightness  cannot  die, 
Tis  but  hidden  'neath  a  cloud ; 
Hidden,  but  maturing 
For  the  rending  of  its  shroud. 

Raise  that  head  and  clear  that  eye, 
Listen  for  the  robin's  song : 
Watch  for  openings  in  the  sky 
As  you  wend  your  way  along. 

Heads  that  drop  and  eyes  that  dim 
See  but  ghastly  relics  lie ; 
Raise  your  head,  for,  look  you,  now 
There's  an  opening  in  the  sky. 

Look  ye  up  and  meet  the  gloom, 
Throat  those  furrows  from  your  brow. 
Hark  !  I  hear  the  robin's  song, 
There's  an  opening  even  now. 

Doth  the  brightness  flicker  low, 
Gloom  succeed  the  brighter  glow, 
Lift  your  head  and  meet  the  gloom, 
Never,  never  look  below. 
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LINES   TO   THE    WIND. 

OH  happy,  happy  wind !  roaming  the  wide  world  through, 
You  may  kiss  the  fairest  in  your  mirth, 
You  may  wander  nowhere  e'er  molested, 

Recklessly  you  may  caress  the  whole  sweet  earth. 

You  may  wander  through  the  mazes  never  trodden, 

Idly  there  to  revel  at  your  will ; 

You  may  .share  the  secrets  with  the  pixies, 
You  may  play  your  loves  amongst  the  morn  until. 

Sweet  endearing  messages  you  seem  to  whisper 
To  the  blossoms  in  the  woodland  bow'rs, 
There  you  linger  in  the  nooks  caressing, 

Stealing  sweetest  perfumes  from  the  scented  flowers. 

Oft  you  lisp  your  love  where  ivy  leaves  are'  trembling, 
But  'tis  there  you  find  your  wooing  vain, 
Tendrils  round  the  sturdy  tree  a-twining, 

Love-linked,  closely  knit  and  woven,  never  twain. 

So  waft  your  perfume-scented  zephyrs  down  the  vale, 
Make  sweet  music  on  the  blue-bells  blend, 
Ruffle  up  the  surface  of  the  waters, 

Let  the  pretty  wavelets  ripple  without  end. 

Sound  your  notes  of  melody  shimmering  green  among, 
Whisper  love- words  as  you  sweetly  roam ; 
Or  while  ling'r'ng  all  among  the  roses 

In  the  blossom  bowers  'mongst  the  fair  sweet  bloom. 

Oft  you  pierce  the  secret  spots  which  are  forbidden, 
Where  the  bashful  blossoms  hide  from  view, 
Lift  a  tender  virgin  bloom  and  kiss  it, 

Staying  not  to  reason, — had  you  ought  to  do  ? 

I  would,  like  you,  round  the  sweet  buds  linger,  idling, 
Watch  them  into  perfect  flowers  peep ; 
There  would  I,  as  you  do,  linger  by  them, 

Fondle  them  through  waking,  lullaby  their  sleep. 

Oh  for  touch  like  yours,  so  soft  and  kind  and  gentle; 
Oh  for  such  a  license  forth  to  roam, 
Oh  for  such  a  sure,  so  swift  a.  footstep: 

Never  would  I  tire,  all  the  world  should  be  my  home. 
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THE    REAPERS. 

''  OH  stay  your  hand,  good  reaper,  do. 
You  cut  the  corn  and  the  flowers  too, — 
The  poppies  and  the  clover; 
All  mingled  there  at  your  feet,  you  lay 
Both  ripe  grey  corn  and  the  flowers  so  gay, 
Which  screen'd  the  tender  plover." 

"  Don't  trifle,  sir,  I  cannot  stay 
To  single  out  the  flowers  gay ; 
All  in  the  field  I  mow,  sir. 
For  the  field  of  corn  is  ripe  and  dry, 
And  there'll  be  a  sorting  bye  and  bye, 
My  duty  I  must  do,  sir.' 

And  so  it  seems  to  me  that  when 

Mows  "Father  Time"  in  the  field  of  men, 

He's  just  like  the  harvest  mowers, 

So  sure  in  aim  with  the  scythe  he  wields, 

He  sweeps  along  through  the  human  fields, 

And  takes  both  com  and  flowers. 


THE    COMING    OF    SPRING. 

SOFT  the  wind  murmurs  through  winter-swept  dells, 
Lovingly  touching  the  trees  on  the  hills, 
Waking,   enlivening  everything ; 
Welcoming  gladly  the  coming  of  spring.. 

Rippling  brooks  peacefully  running  along 
Over  the  pebbles  sing  now  a  sweet  song, 
Which  echoes  widely  the  pleasant  refrain, 
Welcome  to  spring  that  is  coming  agadn. 

Bright  glows  the  sunshine  o'er  spinney  and  lane. 
Kindly  to  nurture  the  buds  and  the  grain  ; 
Raise  then  your  voice  and  join  the  glad  lays, 
Gladlv  to  welcome  spring's  happy  young  days. 

List  to  the  thrush,  how  it  sings  in  its  glee 
From  the  top  branch  of  the  wind-tossed  tree. 
Join  the  glad  chorus,  O  everything, 
Joyfully  herald  the  coming  of  spring. 

Through  glade  and  forest,  through  green-mantled  glen, 
Music  floats  on  and  re-echoes  again 
Till  hills  and  valleys  in  unison  ring, 
Blending  in  chorus  their  welcome  to  spring. 

Touched  by  the  sunshine,  which  glows  on  the  trees, 
Lulled  by  the  zephyrs'  soft  musical  breeze, 
New  life  is  dawning,  how  happy  'twill  be, 
Spring's  brightest  blossoms  are  budding  for  thee. 
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SHE    SLEEPETH    NOT. 

I  HEAR,  it  said  that  "  our  dear  England  sleeps 

She  lieth  prone  and  needs  to  be  awaked.'' 

Tis  false!  'tis  false!  they  do  her  vilify. 

See  the  tumultuous  heaving  of  her  breast, 

Think  you  that  this  is  sleep  and  does  it  betoken  rest? 

God!  that  the  tumult  soon  might  cease  and  she  might 

rest. 

'Tis  sleep  and  rest  that  she  doth  so  much  need. 
Too  long,  too  long  it  is  she  thus  has  lain. 
Ah  !  she  must  weep,  ere  she  will  sleep  again. 
She  hides  her  face,  for  round  her  couch  are  strewn 
The  ghastly  laurels  of  a  bloody  war. 
Laurels  she  will  not,  cannot  deign  to  wear. 
Who  says  she  sleeps,  while  o'er  her  mother's  tomb 
The  war  dogs  snarl  and  bugles  call  to  arms? 
How  can  she  sleep  while  the  fond  memories 
Of  her  Mother  Queen,  like  hallowed  spirits,  ever  hover 

near? 

When  the  kind  arms  of  the  sweet  spirit,  Peace, 
Shall  soothe  her  pain  and  still  her  throbbing  breast ; 
When  she  has  wept  and  floods  of  bitter  tears 
Have  eased  her  pain ;  then  she  will  sleep  again. 


A    SAILOR'S    LOVE. 

FROM  out  the  harbour  softly  glides 
The  ship  away  to  lands  afar  ; 
I  stand  upon  the  deck  and  scan 
The  land  behind,  for  she  is  there, 
I  stand  to  wave  a  last  farewell, 
A  fond  farewell  to  home  and  her. 

Fast  fade  the  harbour  lights  from  view, 

The  billows  roll  more  wide  and  strong : 

But  through  the  ever  thickening  gloom 

My  fancy  sees  her  form  so  fair ; 

The  more   the  distance  intervenes, 

The  more  my  thoughts  are  thoughts  of  her. 

The  twinkling  lights  have  disappeared, 
The  night  gloom  mantles  us  around; 
But  through  the  fleeting  clouds  I  see 
The  moon  is  .softly  shining  there, 
And  on  the  winds  spurns  bonie  to  me 
A  voice  I  know  in  pleading  prayer. 
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The  bounding  waves  rise  higher  yet, 

They  fall  like  thunder  on  the  deck ; 

The  ship  is  fighting  hard  for  life, 

But  1  am  guarded  bv  her  prayer, 

And  I  will  rest  in  sweet  repose 

To  dream  sweet  dreams,  sweet  dreams  of  her. 

The  waves  may  beat,  the  winds  may  blow, 
The  storm   in  frenzied   wildnass  moan, 
And  rock  the  ship  in  furrows  deep : 
I  give  this  not  a  thought  or  care, 
I  know  she  thinks  and  prays  for  me, 
My  thoughts  shall  be  alone  of  her. 

I  see  not  anger  in  the  storm, 
I  hear  no  horror  in  its  moan  : 
Her  form  it  seems  to  hover  o'er 
A   guardian  angel,   lingering  near: 
So  what  care  I  for  winds  and  waves 
When  I  can  feel  that  she  is  here. 

My  keenest  wish,  my  heart's  desire, 
The  while  I  roam  upon  the  sea, 
That  some  good  guardian   angel  may 
Direct  her  wheresoe'r  she  be, 
That  I,  though  far  away  from  her, 
Mav  learn  to  love  more  tenderly. 


A    DREAM    OF    THE  EVENING. 

SLOWLY  the  shadows  of  evening  are  gliding. 

Stealthily  creeping  o'er  meadow  and  lea, 
Draping  in  softness  the  woodland  and  valley, 

Silently  stretching  away  to  the  sea. 
Skies  in  the  west  are  illumined  with  beauty, 

Vaguely  imagined  as  glories  unfold 
Piles  of  white  clouds  that  are  matchless  in  glory, 

Mountains  of  opal  bespangled  with  gold. 

Rise  pile  on  pile  glowing  waves  of  bright  pearl, 

Carmine  and  crystals  form  canopied  space, 
Streaked  and  suffused,   resplendent  with  sapphires, 

Who  could  such  meni'ries  of  glory  efface. 
Yes,  there  are  rubies  all   sinning  and  sparkling, 

Hanginer  from  pendants  of  filmiest  space. 
Round   which   evolving   and  spectrally   forming 

Visions  of  beauty  and  heavenly  grace. 

Castles,  cathedrals,  and  churches  are  there, 

Domes  that  are  golden  and  windows  of  light: 

There  I  imagine  the  heavenly  choirs, 

Singing  in  glory  sweet  songs  of  the  night. 
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All  things  that  are  earthly  I'll  fling  to  the  winds, 
Dream  of  the  place  where  angel  forms  throng; 

Borne  in  ecstacy  on  white  clouds  and  fleecy, 
Mounting  enraptured,  I'll  join  in  the  song. 

Oh  for  some  wings  to  those  regions  to  fly  ; 

Oh  for  -some  power  by  which  I  could  climb 
Steps  which  are  rising  in  piles  evanescent, 

Up  to  those  regions  of  glory  sublime. 
Aye,  but  I'll  climb  them  in  sure  expectation  : 

Soon  will  I  fly  to  those  castles  so  rare : 
Only  in  visions,  it  may  be,  or  dreaming, 

Enraptured  I'll  roam  in  those  regions  so  fair. 


THE    HEART'S   CONTENT. 

ALONG  a  wide  and  dusty  road 

His  weary  way  a  man  pursued, 

'Neath  hedgerows  glancing  here  and  there, 

Perchance  to  find  that  flower  fair — 

"  The  heart's  content." 
His  habiliments  were  stained  and  torn, 
Through  the  rough  usage  they  had  borne, 
And  furrows  deep  had  spoiled  the  grace 
Which  nature  gave  his  form  and  face, 

And  he  was  bent. 

Long  years  of  vain  research  had  told 
Upon  a  fonii  which  once  u'as  bold, 
And  now  as  dawned  his  journey's  close, 
Void  of  his  needed  end's  repose, 
He  dragg'd  his  way  with  haunted  mien 
In  search  of  flowers  never  seen. 
He  stayed  not  present  joys  to  taste, 
But  walked  the  labrynth's  wild  and  waste 
To  find  at  last  with  muffied  oaths 
That  he  was  lost  mid  tangled  growths. 

In  joyous  glee  the  children  play 
'Mongst  buttercups  and  daisies  gay, 

Each  heart  is  glad. 

They  wreathe  sweet   garlands  round  their  heads, 
Culled  from  the  fragrant  flower  beds ; 

No  note  is  sad. 

Happv  the  hour  comes  and  goes, 
Have  they  not  crowns  upon  their  brows, 

And  naught  that  mars? 

They  gathered  here  "  The  Heart's  Content," 
And  sweetly  singing  on  they  went, 
Crowned  with  gold  and  stars. 
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And  yet  it  seems  we  simple  men 

Seek  all  our  lives  this  flower,  and  then, 

Whilst  idly  threading  meado\y  mazes, 

Find  it  in  butter  cups  and  daisies. 

A  misled  life,  a  soul's  despair, 

A  life  self-burdened  with  a  care, 

'Mongst  tangled  growths  and  thicket's  gloom 

We  search  where  flow'rs  could  never  bloom, 

We  search  and  search  in  vain. 


THE    SKYLARK'S    SONG. 

EAKLY  in  the  buoyant  morning, 
Ere  the  sun  the  earth  doth  kiss, 

When  a  million   dew-drops  sparkle ; 
What  a  crystal  palace  this. 

There  I  see  the  skylark  soaring, 
Then  I  hear  its  thrilling  note, 

Rising  sweet  and  ever  sweeter, 
As  the  bird  doth  upward  float. 

Fp  from  'mongst  the  purple  clover, 
Up  till  high  above  the  trees, 

Uttering  its  airy  carols, 

Quivering  on  the  morning  breeze. 

Stanza  upon  stanza  floating, 

Till  its  every  pulse  doth  thrill, 

And  the  heart  in  tune  is  beating 
Even  when  the  lark  is  still. 

Could  another  songster's  warbling 
Fill  the  air  with  strain  like  this? 

Such  a  lot  of  heaven  in  it, 

Atoms  snatched  from  heaven's  bliss. 

Doth  the  little  lark,  when  risen, 

Pierce  the  skies  and  catch  the  strain 

Of  the  angels  in  the  heaven, 
To  produce  to  us  again  ? 

I  would  not  say  it  were  not  so 
Such  is  what  I  love  to  think, 

That  this  little  songster  may  be 

Heaven  and  earth's  connecting  link. 
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A    WOODLAND    MUSE. 

LOVELY  is  a  spot  I  know, 

There  I  often  stray  ; 
Just   beside  a  rippling  brooklet, 

Where  the  minnows  play. 

Where  no  noisy  din  and  rattle 

Break  sweet  nature's  peace, 
Where  the  warbling  of  the  songsters 

Never  seems  to  cease. 

Where  the  music  of  the  skylark, 

Borne  upon  the  breeze, 
Finds  its  echoes  in  the  hedgerows 

And  the  leafy  trees. 

Where  the  old  gnarled  oak  is  standing, 

Grim  old  sentinel, 
Watching   over  its  dominions, 

King  of  all  the  dell. 

Many  brambles  clothe  the  brooklet, 

Gently  bending  o'er, 
Seem  to  think  such  pretty  ripplets 

Ne'er  were  seen   before. 

They  would  catch  its  sparkling  glitter, 

Steal  its  gems  away ; 

"  Would  you  miss  them  if  we  took  them," 
Hear  the  brambles  say. 

"  Kiss  me  for  them,"  said  the  brooklet, 

''  Then  take  all  you  wish  ; 
Xone  will  see  you  o'er  me  bending 
But  the  little  fish." 

Lower  still  the  brambles  bended 

O'er  the  sparkling  spray 
Till  they  met  the  water  clear,  one 

Moment  there  to  stay. 

Raising  now  again  their  branches 

Lingeringly  slow, 
Sparkling  diamonds  adorn  them ; 

Do  I  miss  them?     No. 

Have  you  seen  this  pretty  picture 

In  the  woodland  green  ? 
Do  you  know  this  little  story  ? 

Have  you  ever  been  ? 
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A    ROSE    AND    A    THOUGHT. 

I  PICKED  a  rose  from  the  dusty  street, 

Faded  and  almost   dead, 
But  amongst  the  soiled  and  withered  leaves 

Was  an  unsoiled  heart, 

That  in  every  part 
Glowed  with  a  dusky  red. 

What  of  that  life  that  is  crushed  by  age, 

So  faded  in  every  part  ? 
Who  in  the  passing  will  glance  and  smile, 

Or  a  moment  stay 

Just  to  find  a   way, 
A  way  to  the  beating  heart  ? 

Flowers  thev  wither  for  lack  of  care, 

For  lack  of  a  tender  mind  : 
And  a  human  heart  it  may  droop  and  die 

For  lack  of  a  word 

That  is  still  unheard, 
For  lack  of  a  hand  that's  kind. 


A    FLOWER    ALL    HER    OWN. 

Suggested  by  the  fact  that  certain  of  our  Leicester  citizens 
kindly  open  their  floiver  gardens  to  the  general  public. 

CAME  tripping  down  the  city  street 
A  form  so  fair  and  face  as  sweet 
Of  little  girl  who  wished  to  know 
Where  did  the  pretty  flowers  grow? 

From  narrow  street  to  widening  road 
The  place  where  city  men  abode, 
The  grey  red  bricks  of  city  bare 
Gave  place  to  pretty   gardens  there. 

The  little  girl  in  pleasant  glee 

Bent  o'er  the  rails  the  flowers  to  see : 

"Leave  those  alone,"  a   gard'ner  cried, 

"  For  they  are  Smith's,  of  Sunnyside." 

Addressed  so  roughly  by  the  man, 
The  little  lass  climbed  down  and  ran. 
Amid   her  tears  thus   questioned   she, 
"Then  do  no  flowers  grow  for  me?" 

Now  many  gardens  by  the  road 
With  pretty  flowers  were  amply  strewed, 
But  fence  and  rails  were  everywhere 
Only  a  distant  glance  for  her. 
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At  length  the  child  with  tired  feet 
Passed  from  the  road  and  dusty  street 
Into  a  lane  where  banks  were  green, 
And  glittering  with  an  emerald  sheen. 

Forlorn  and  weary  little  lass 
Now  sat  her  down  amongst  the  grass, 
And  'mid  the  tears  which  fast  did  flow 
She  asked,  "Where  do  my  flowers  grow?" 

Now  as  the  little  lassie  cried, 

She  looked  below  and  there  espied 

A  violet  of  a  brilliant  hue: 

Tims  'twas  she  found  where  flowers  grew. 

And  now  she  uttered  words  of  glee, 
"Oh  is  this  flower  all  for  me?" 

An  echo  from  the  woods  replied, 
"  It  is  not  Smith's,  of  Sunnyside." 

! 
"  Then  shall  I  pluck  this  pretty  bloom 

From  off  the  bank  and  take  it  home : 

Some  other  little  girl,  maybe, 

Might   need  it  even  more  than  me." 

Thus   reasoned  out  this  little  maid 
Then  kissed  the  flowers  and  kindly  said, 
"  You  did  not  grow  alone  for  me, 
You  grew  for  many  eyes  to  see." 

This  little  maid  with  sweetest  smile, 
And  ne'er  a  touch  of  earthly  guile, 
Trod  back  o'er  street  and  lane  and  road, 
And  left  the  flower  where  it  stood. 


TRIUMPHANT    MORNING. 

BLUSHES  of  splendour  suffuse  the  horizon, 
Fragrance  and  glory  the  morning  adorn  ; 

Wraiths  of  the  mists  which  environed  the  evening 
Melt  into  nothing,  dispersed  by  the  mom. 

Night's  gloomy  shadows  are  quickly  declining, 
Ruddiness  gilding  the  foliage  green, 

Dewdrops  like  jewels  besparkle  and  glisten 
O'e:-  morning's    mantle   of   beautiful  si '.pen. 
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Songsters  are  warbling  in  sweet  adoration, 

Ecstasy  breathing  as  morning  awakes, 
Haloes  of  brightness  to  picture  a  heaven 

Shining  embodied  in  shimmering  lakes. 

Azure  skies,  through  the  white  clouds  evanescent, 
Gleaming  in  purity's  depths  yet  unKnown, 

Rest  on  the  brow  of  the  wood-mantled  mountain, 
Forming  to  beauty  an  exquisite  crown. 

Skies  that  are  pregnant  with  glory  illumine 

Dark  sombre  shades  of  the  night  which  has  been, 

Stretching  before  one  the  hills,  vales,  and  waters, 
Mirror  the  glories  of  worlds  never  seen. 

Hallowed  the  earth,  a  new  garden  of  Eden, 
Wherein  the  fairest  of  manhood  shall  grow, 

Nurtured  with  kindness  and  ever  protected 
Till  he  has  left  this  fair  garden  beloAV. 

Glory  on  glory,  a  far  brighter  daybreak, 
Rising  to  greet  you,  your  ideal  shall  come, 

Arms  long  outstretched  shall   close   and   embrace   you, 
Morning  triumphant  shall  welcome  you  home. 


ANGER    RAMPANT:     A    DREAM. 

WITH  brain  afire  and  frown  upon  my  brow, 
I  strolled  at  even  in  a  wayward   mood. 
I  sought  the  shadow  of  a  gloomy  wood, 
While  stealthily  the  shades  of  night  pursued. 
I  saw  betwixt  the  hanging  foliage 
Storm  clouds,  gathered  all  the  heavens  upon : 
And  I  was  glad,  my  blood  the  faster  ran, 
The  coolness  of  a  balanced  mind  had  gone. 

Ah  !  do  the  evil  spirits  linger  here  ? 
Or  is  it  fancy  that  doth  weave  the  sound  ? 
I  seem  to  hear  out  from  the  trees  above 
The  shackles  rattling   of  a  thousand  bound. 
Is  this  a  lurking  place,  a  home  for  those 
Who  in  this  life's  book  read  from  page  to  page 
And  see  not,  and  who,  reading,  think  not  too, 
Thus  never  grasping  any  anchorage  ? 
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I  care  not  who  or  what  these  spirits  be: 
They  seem  to  understand  and  know  my  mood ; 
So  in  a  fellow  mood  I  cry,  "  Ahoy ! 
I  come  to  join  you  in  your  solitude." 
Oil  horror !  what  are  these  with  frenzied  mien 
Who  ride  wild  horses  without  bit  or  rein, 
And  trample  'neath  them,  innocence  to  death, 
Or  worse,  to  maim,  then  see  them  rise  again. 

How  dazed  I  feel,  and  I  can  barely  see; 

I  reel,  I  clutch,  I  fall,  I  know  no  more, 

For  with  a  sudden  shock,  a  sickening  sense, 

"Pis  borne  upon  me,  'twas  myself  I  saw. 

Twas  but  a  little  rift  within  the  lute 

Had  swelled  and  grown,  till  now  it  was  immense, 

And  I  ungoverned  let  my  anger  loose, 

To  prowl  about  I  knew  or  cared  not  whence. 

The  clouds  had  gone,  and  through  the  trees  above 
Softly  the  moonlight   down  upon  me  fell. 
My  heart  was  beating  softly  to  the  tune, 
The  grand  sweet  notes  of  heavenly  philomel. 
Brightly  the  stars  shone,  all  the  gloom  had  gone, 
A  lingering  sweetness  held  and  charmed  the  scene. 
It  stirred  my  soul,  the  tears  fell  hot  and  fast, 
Then  ''  future  "  came  and  kindly  placed  a  screen. 


WATCHING    SHADOWS    FLEE    AWAY. 

HERE  I  sit  in  meditation, 

Watching  shadows  flee  away, 
Leaving  only  brightness  round  me. 

Has  this  brightness  come  to  stay  ? 
Is  it  fleeting?  this  I  know  not, 

But  I  will  not  look  behind 
So  that  if  more  shadows  near  me 

I  shall  see  not,   even  mind. 

I  will  revel  in  the  brightness, 

Watch  the  shadows  a«  they  go, 
Further  from  me  ever  gliding 

Only  brightness  now  to  know. 
Oh,  this  brightness  gives  a  lightness 

To  the  shadowy,  heavy  past, 
Blotting  out  all  ill  forebodings, 

Shadows  never,  never  last. 
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For  short  periods  they  surround  us 

Filling  only  smallest   space, 
Soon  they  flee  away,  thus  leaving 

Brightest  smiles  o'er  nature's  face. 
If  then  at  the  present   moment 

Sombre  shadow  dulls  your  path. 
Stifle  all  its  ill  forebodings. 

Brightness  is  its  aftermath. 


IN    THE    WAKE    OF    THE    BROOK. 

ON  pebbly  bed,  'twixt  banks  of  green  moss. 
With   glittering,   vigorous,   frivolous  toss. 
Skimming  so  lightly  along  o'er  the  fells, 
Meanders  it,  trilling  a.s  music  of  bells, 
Tossing  and  tumbling  in  innocent  glee, 
Ripples  the  brook  toward  the  turbulent  sea. 

Through  hamlet  sequestered,  by  lordly  domain, 
By  ruggedly   winding  and  tree  shaded  lane, 
O'ergrown  with  thorn  bushes  it  ripples  its  song. 
'Xeath  garlanded  hedgerows  the  flowers  among. 
Then  lisping  a  lore-song   all  smothered  in  shade, 
It  mates  the  young  brook  by  the  bend  in  the  glade. 

"  A  runaway  match,''  smiled  the  grand  old  oak  tree, 
"I'll  wish  them  both  well  and  give  them  the  key." 
So  they  entered  the  wood,  where  the  tall  thickets  grew, 
Just  to  do  as  they  liked,  where  nobody  knew  : 
But  the  foxgloves  were  blushing  at  what  they  had  seen 
Through  the  blackberry  brambles  with  roses  between. 

Now  issuing  forth  with  a  widening  flow. 
Where  the  hills  sloped  down  to  the  valley  below. 
Where  the  kingfisher  flies  and  the  bullrushes  sway  : 
And  white  lily  blooms  float  o'er  fishes  at  play. 
Swelling  and  widening  as  onward  it  flows, 
Gathering  in  mien  a  more  royal  repose. 

Environed  by  buildings  that  gloomily  frown. 

Crowded  with  vessels  that   steam  up  and   down. 

Where  lights  many  coloured  shine  forth  from  the  quay, 

Merging  the  river  and  harbour  and  sea. 

In  unfathomed  mystery  the  brook  it  is  lost, 

Its  identity  drowned  'mongst  the  waves  tern  pest -toss'd. 
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Through  sunshine  and  shade,  by  cranny  and  nook, 
We  trace  our  own  lives  by  the  course  of  the  brook ; 
We  each  have  our  secrets  in  woods  of  our  own, 
Where  life  is  a  pathway  all  blossom  bestrewn, 
And  the  future  a  mirage  of  unruffled  sea 
Just  linking  confines  with  eternity. 

From  childhood  to  youth,  then  on  to  the  man, 
Pursue  we  a  crooked  yet   organised  plan : 
Whatever  the  landscapes  around  us  may  be, 
We  leave  them  behind  and  press  on  to  the  sea. 
By  watching  the  course  of  the  brook  we  should  learn 
To  live  in  the  present:  we  never  return. 


TO    MOULD    THE    MAN. 

A  FACT  that  every  woman  knows 

Is,  how  her  sect  began  ; 
She  knows  and  willingly  admits 

Her  origin  was  man. 
And  yet  I  think  she  won't  deny 

Her  instinct  oft  reveals 
Just  what  man  would  be  were  he  plann'd 

Tpoii  her  own  ideals. 

Yet  even  if  she  does  admit 

Her  origin  and  plan, 
Why  does  she  not  turn  things  about, 

And  woman  make  the  man  ? 
She  has  her  choice,  she  finds  the  man, 

In  whom  she  can  confide, 
And  should  he  afterwards  prove  false, 

His  faults  decides  to  hide. 

Oh  woman!  why  not  start  to  build 

Your  fii-st  ideal   plan  ? 
And  while  you're  lover's  warm  and  crude, 

Just  mould  your  model  man. 
Why  let  your  idol   slip  and  slide? 

He'-  wax  within  your  hand, 
And  there's  no>  pedestal  too  high 

On  which  such  men  can  stand. 

His  weakness  causes  secret  grief 

While   him  you  smile  upon  ; 
Go,  thrust  a  sword  within  his  hand 

And  gird  his  armour  on. 
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You  take  and  fondle  in  your  arms 

A  laughing  baby  boy  ; 
You  kiss,  caress,  each  moment  bless, 

Display  him  like  a  toy. 
Your  friends  and  neighbours  come  in  shoals, 

Him  fondle  and  caress, 
And  you,  you're  very  soon  his  slave  : 

Tis  true,   you  must  confess. 

With  age  the  baby  has  his  sway, 

Whate'er  he  asks,  you  do ; 
Oh,  woman,  woman!  as  you  live. 

So  surely  it   you'll   rue. 
This  baby  boy's  the  wherewithal 

Material   for  your  plan  ; 
So  shrink  not  from  the  prasent  pain 

To  mould  the  model  man. 

Your  lip  may  curl  in  haughty  scorn, 

Dispute  you  never  can, — 
Our  destiny  lies  in  your  hands, 

You  make  or  mar  the  man. 


THE    AUTUMN    AND    ITS    SONGSTER. 

'Tis  oft  I  have  heard  a  sweet  song  in  a  hall, 
As  often  admired  a  picture-clad  wall  : 
But  sweeter,  more  thrilling,  comes  floating  to  me 
My  robin's  sweet  song  from  a  beautiful  tree. 

There  are  pictures  of  morn  or  of  sunset  sky 
Which  rouse  the  emotion,   appeal  to  the  eye  : 
But  give  to  me,  give  to  me,  far  before  these, 
The   blending   of  golden   and  crimson-tipped   trees. 

There's  music  ecstatic  by  men  of  renown, 
Confined  to  the  palace  and  halls  of  the  town  : 
But  who  could  compare  it  when  once  they  had  heard 
Those  snatches  of  song  from  my  red-breasted  bird. 

Methinks  he  has  loved  these  pictures  so  sweet, 
The  rich  gilded  glow  of  his  autumn  retreat  : 
And  now,  as  the  glamour  is  passing  from  view. 
He   bids  it  a   passion  abandoned  adieu. 
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Then  let  me  away,  to  that  spot  would  I  go, 
To  where  the  gold  leaves  blend  with  blue-back  sloe, 
And  my  robin  is  singing  so  clear  and  so  free 
From  his  garlanded  throne  in  the  autumn  tree. 

There  to  gaze  on  the  picture  I  love  so  well 
To  list  to 'the  story  my  robin  doth  tell, 
Till  sunset  illumines  the  whole  western  sky, 
And  my  robin  has  sung  me  his  last  good-bye. 

Then  good-bye  the  picture  and  good-bye  the  song, 
Fare-thee-well,   fare-thee-well,   'twill  not  be  long 
l^rc  wintry  -snows,  the  cold  winds  and  the  rain, 
Will  pass  soon  to  bring  my  beloved  again. 


MEMOIRS    AND    REFLECTIONS. 

MY  dear  old  home, 

Home  of  my  boyhood's  happy,  happy  days; 
How  oft  have  I  recalled  this  hallowed  scene 
The  while  my  feet  have  wander'd  far  astray, 
And  >seems   it  still,  my  old,  beloved  home; 
Lightly  it  bears  the  swiftly  fleeting  years, 
For  time  hais  been  so  good.      A  little  aged, 
And  yet,  if  altered,  time  has  it  enhanced. 
The  well  remembered  porch,  still  ivy  clad, 
And  in  the  passing  years  the  tendrils  green 
Have  crept  astray,  and  spread  a  mantle  bright 
Upon  the  wall  which  once  was  bare  and  grey. 
And.  though  'tis  late  in  summer,  roses  bloom 
In  festoons  sweet  amongst  the  ivy  green. 
Tho  latticed  rails,  all  green  and  lichen  grown, 
The  lawn,  the  garden  beds,  the  old  yew  tree, 
Just  as  they  looked  a  score  of  years  ago. 
Thou  dear  old  home,  thou  art  beloved  still ! 
Though  echoes  through  thy  halls  an  alien  voice, 
Though  footsteps  that  I  know  not  now  are  here, 
And  though   a   little  older  thou  hast  grown, 
Nature  has  clothed  thee  still  more  venerable. 
What  vivid  pictures,  recollections  fond, 
Flit  'cross  my  mind  the  while  I  stand  to  gaze. 
The  yeai-s  that  intervene  seem  swept  away, 
And  I  am  now  a  schoolboy  once  again, 
Living  and  acting  o'er  anew  the  scenes 
Of  boyhood\s  thousand   happy  revelries. 
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Here  by  the  garden  'twas  where  Reynard  fell, 
And  I  remember  well  with  what  high  glee 
I  watched  and  gloried  in  his  butchery. 
How  many,  many  times  in  guileless  joy 
I  joined  the  chase  and  scurried  here  and  there, 
'Cross  field,  through  hedge,  little  it  mattered  what, 
For  nought  could  daunt  the  schoolboy  in  the  chase ; 
And  here  it  was  upon  the  old  duck  pond — 
Scene  of  so  many  boyish  escapades — 
One  night,  my  brother  Chris,  with  linen  prop 
Embarked  upon  a  short  disastrous  cruise 
Upon  the  good  ship,  "  Common  cattle  trough." 
Ah !  he  will  smile  with  me  should  he  but  read 
This  history  of  his  doubtless  valorous  deed  ; 
And  he  will  call  to  mind  a  thousand  scenes 
Enacted  round  our  boyhood's  happy  home. 
In  rapid  sequence  years  have  come  and  gone, 
Time's  whirligig  turning  schoolboys  into  men, 
Digging  a  gulf  behind  the  schoolboy's  back, 
Urging  him  on  to  manhood's  statelier  ways, 
Yet  in  its  kindness  bridging  o'er  the  gulf 
With  never-dying   boyish   memories. 
Just  harsh  enough,  and  just  enough  severe, 
To  mould  the  pure  frivolity  of  youth 
To  hardier,  deeper,  sterner,  manlihood. 
Doubtless  the  lessons  taught   by  time's  firm   hand 
Are  sometimes  hard  and  urged   relentlessly. 
Remembered  best  are  lessons  hardly  learned. 
How  passing  strange,  here  is  our  old  road  man 
Wheeling  his  barrow-full   of   broken   stones. 
Tell  me,  you  grey-haired,  bluff  old  patriarch, 
How  you  have  borne  these  score  of  fleeting  years? 
Are  you  not  wearied  with  incessant  toil, 
Sick  of  your  shovel  and  your  heaps  of  stones? 
Day  after  day,  or  week,  or  month,  or  year, 
You  spend  them  all  in  perfecting  these  roads, 
And  still  they  need  more  hoeing  and  more  stones. 
"  Sick  of  my  toiling,  nay,  why  should  I  be? 
How  better  could  I  spend  my  life  and  health 
Than  levelling  roads  for  footsore  travellers? 
Weaiy  of  this,  when  every  gate  and  tree 
Are  separate  landmarks  in  my  history  ; 
Weary  of  this,  my  labour's  sphere,  that  I 
Have  grown  to  love  ;   weary  of  this,  when  'tis 
A  waiting  place,  for  songs  I  know  will  come 
Ushering  dreary  winter  into  spring ! 
Tired  of  this,  loath  should  I  be  to  go, 
It  is  my  wish  that  many  happy  years 
Are  left  for  me  to  know  the  joy  I  feel, 
The  honest  pride  that  comes  with  honest  toil." 


Voices  from  the  Hills,  Brooks,  and  Woodlands.         33 


How  good  it  is  to  see  the  human  frame, 
Aged  but  unbroken  ;   the  life  just  ebbing  out 
Gently  as  ripples  die  upon  the  lake. 
No  agony  will  rend  this  old  man's  frame, 
His  death  will  be  but  falling  into  sleep. 
Sublime  content  has  .smoothed  a  life  of  toil, 
And  gently  leads  him,  smiling,  to  his  goal. 
Oh  !  mad  excess,  that  shatters  human  kind, 
Oh!  discontent,  satanic  mystery, 
Thou  two  fiendish  twins,  whence  hailest  thou? 
Surely  it  cannot  be  that  thou  wert  born 
Immured  within  the  tender  heart  of  babes, 
Xor  could  a  virtuous  mother  nurture  thee. 
Yet  thou  dost  flourish  as  a  rank  wild  weed, 
Choking  the  flowers  on  this  earth's  highway, 
A  pungent  poison  in  the  hearts  of  men, 
Despoiling  them  of  all  similitude. 
Life's  but  a  road,  it  may  be  rough  or  smooth, 
Travelled  it  must  be.      Let  us  o'er  its  stones, 
Or   its  flowers,   nourish  contentment. 
We  miss  the  pleasures  if  we  go  too  fast : 
Let  us  be  happy  in  our  little  sphere, 
While  time  will  lead  us  gently  to  our  home. 


BEYOND    THE    GLAMOUR. 

HEAB  you  not  the  discords  rising, 
Mingled  with  our  martial  strain? 
Can  you,  can  you  stay  and  listen 
Through  the  wails  of   poignant  pain  ? 
To  these  wailing  notes  arising, 
As  of  women  agonizing. 

How  is  this  we  stand  and  shiver 
In  a  reeking  stream  of  blood? 
"Xeath  a  flag  all  torn  and  gory, 
As  an  untaught  pagan  would : 
Heathen  modes  but  ill  disguising 
By  the  word  of  civilising. 

Onward,   forward,   conquerors  ever, 
Strewing  bloodshed  in  our  path, 
Garnering  our  sheaves  of  glory, 
Reeking  not  the  aftermath : 
This,  the  aftermath  of  sorrow 
We  are  sowing  for  the   morrow. 
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'Tis  an  awful  object  lesson, 
Darkening  every  British  door; 
Riven  hearts  and  orphaned  children, 
'Tis  the  aftermath   of  war. 
Eagerly  we  did  the  reaping, 
Did  the  sowing  for  the  weeping. 

Now  we  see  beyond  the  glamour, 
Dark  the  clouds  of   sorrow   loom, 
'Tis  a  pall  of  awful  blackness, 
Shadow  of  a  mighty  tomb, 
Where  ten   thousand  slain   lie   sleeping 
Far  beyond  the  sound  of  weeping. 

Tremble  we,  the  while  we're  thinking 
Of  the  price  that  we  have  paid  ; 
Loathe  we  now  the  patli  we  trod  in. 
Through  the  gaping  wounds  we  made, 
Now  we  would  in  bitter  sorrow 
Build  ourselves  a  purer  morrow. 

Seeing  this  most  awful  tomb, 
As  a  beacon  through  the  gloom, 
As  it  were  of  angel  wings 
Guiding  us  to  nobler  things. 


A    FINISHED    TASK. 

THE  gate  swings  closed,  a  task  well  done, 
The  furrows  all  are  deep  and  straight, 
The  ploughman  smiles  in   honest   pride 

As  slowly  shuts  the  gate. 
And  satisfied,  he  wends  his  way 
To  his  home  and   his  evening's  rest, 
To  sleep  the  sleep  which  comes  alone 

To  he  who's  done  his  best. 

Our  task  in  life — a  field  to  plough  : 

We  may  not  see  the  harvest  yield, 

We  plough,   some  other  man   may  sow. 

Another  reap   the  field. 
The  task  will  end,  the  gate  will  swing. 
Each  ploughman  then  go   home  to  rest. 
And  furrows  left  upon  our  field 

Should  pay.    ''He  ploughed   his  best.' 
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AWAY    TO    THE    FRONT. 


LEFT  right,  left  right,  lithe  of  step  and  gay, 
Left  right,  left  right,  duty's  call  obey, 
Steady  marching,  onward  go, 
Bravely  to  meet  your  country's  foe, 
While  your  loved  ones  pray. 


Left  right,  left  right,  strong  and  firm  the  tread, 
Left  right,  left  right,  ever  on  ahead; 

It  may  rend  a  loving  heart, 

Hard  it  must  be  thus  to  part, 
Yet  your  comrades  bled. 


Left  right,  left  right,  forward  one  and  all, 
Left  right,  left  right,  let  the  echoes  fall; 
It  may  soothe  a  comrade's  pain, 
Far  from  home,  across  the  main, 
Who  dies  at  duty's  call. 


Left  right,  left  right,  duty,  then,  your  love, 
Left  right,  left  right,  see  the  flag  above, 

Waving  o'er  you,  proud  and  free ; 

Shall  it  ever  tarnished  be, 
This  the  flag  we  love? 


Left  right,   left  right,  to  the  front  away; 
Left  right,  left  right,  fearless,  gallant,  gay: 

Stern  but  noble  yeomen  be, 

Raising  Leicester's  chivalry, 
While  your  loved  ones  pray. 


Left  right,  left  right,  nothing  may  you  lack, 
Left  right,  left  right,  'neath  the  Union  Jack. 
Pride  of  town  that  bore  you, 
With  your  flag  still  waving  o'er  you. 
May  you  all  come  back. 
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STONEYGATE    IN    JUNE:    A    BLOSSOM    WORLD 

NATURE'S  beauties  all  unfurled, 
Mingling,  make  a  blossom  world ; 
Sweet  confusion   holds  its  sway 
'Mongst  the  blossoms  by  the  way ; 
Pendants  hang  and  clusters  glow, 
Beauty  clings  on  every   bough. 

Bloom  with  colours  manifold, 
Pink  and  white  and  spangled  gold  ; 
Foliage  of  a  lovely  hue 
Hides  the  brick   and  mortar  view, 
Never-ending  shades  of  green 
Mingling  in  the  flowery  screen. 

Festoons  hang  of  flowers  galore, 
Gracing  wall,  adorning  door; 
Thrives  upon,  the  garden  bed 
Purest  white  and  glaring,  red. 
All  around  the  garden  fail- 
Revels  in  a  sunny  glare. 

Lilac  with  its  varied  shade 
Scents  the  way  like  forest  glade ; 
.    Swinging  gently  to  and  fro, 
Brightly  the  laburnums  glow, 
Dropping  petals  all  around 
Star-bespattered  fairy  ground. 

Sweetest  Mav  just  out  of  reach 
Blooms  beside  a  copper  beech, 
Graceful  lime  by  dark-hued  pine, 
Ivy  round  the  elm  doth  entwine; 
Yet  more  beautiful  than  these 
Lordly  bloom  the  chestnut  trees. 

King  of  all  this  woodland  way, 
Decked  with  cream  and  pinky  spray. 
Massive  branch  and  kingly  mien, 
With  the  beauty  of  a  queen, 
Blended  strength  and  gi-ace,  one  might 
Call  him  "  nature's  favourite." 

But  the  beauties  of  the  place 
Hold  a  never-ending  grace; 
One  is  loth  to  hid  adieu. 
Lptli  to  leave  this  lovelv  view. 
City's  busy  echoes  call, 
Must  I  go  and  leave  it  all? 
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AN    OFFENDER. 

On  Monday,  February  16,  Sarah  Pa.sk,  a  widow,  aged 
62,  appeared  before  the  local  Magistrates  charged 
with  sleeping  on  a  door-step  and  having  no  visible 
means  of  subsistence.  She  was  homeless,  had  no 
money,  and  nowhere  to  go.  She  was  "let  off"  on 

B-omising    not    to    "  offend  "    again. — See      "  Leicester 
aily  Mercury." 

STAY  a  moment,  gentle  reader, 
Stay  and  read  this  lesson  clearly. 
Stay,  you  busy  men  and  women, 
List  and  hear  of  English  freedom 
Hear  of  England's  boasted  justice, 
See  her  dealing  out  her  mercy. 
Tell  me,  busy  English  people, 
Do  you  say  you've  nothing  better 
Than  the  dock  for  common  felon, 
Or  the  branding  of  a   pauper, 
For  a  homeless  widow  woman, 
For  an  old  and  tired  wanderer? 
Nothing  better,  nothing  sweeter, 
For  a  mother  of  the  people? 
Are  you  heartless  as  your  laws  are, 
English   men  and  English  women? 
You  in  homes  of  love  and  plenty, 
Give  your  verdict,  give  it  quickly. 
Shall  old  P^ngland's  pomp  and  splendour 
Kill  her  justice,  love,  and  mercy? 
When  a  lifetime's  heavy  burden 
Hangs  upon  a  lonely  woman, 
Have  you  not  enough  of  riches 
And  enough  of  heart  to  give  them? 
Give  them  that  a  tired  creature 
Might  have  quiet  room  to  rest  in, 
Room  to  rest  without  "offending?" 
Will  you,  English  men  and  women, 
Bid  this  harassed  woman  wander? 
Should  she  rest  upon  a  doorstep, 
Charge  her  like  a  common  felon? 
She  had  "  nothing:''  was  slip  stealing? 
Surely,  surely,   England's  glory 
Is  her  justice,  love,  and  mercy. 
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LINES    TO    MY    OLD    SCHOOLMASTER. 

How  rapid  flies  the  time, 

A  score  of  years,  and  yet 

It  seems  but  yesterday 

I  sat  within  those  well-worn  desks, 

A  school  boy ! 

And  looking  backwards,  now, 

How  vivid  are  those  olden  memories; 

Memories  of  youthful  boyish  escapades 

With  boon  companions  never  since  forgot. 

A  >core  of  years  and  yet  those  scenes  still  live, 

Stamped  on  the  memory  clear  and  keen 

In  pictures  never  fading. 

That  old  and  well  loved  sport 

The  joyous  paper-chase: 
Cross  field  and  glen  in  ovei-flowing  glee 
We  ran  and  ran,  till  time  for  school  had  passed 
And  then  the  sequel : 
Not  so  much  of  glee. 
And  then  those  dear  old  trees, 
I  always  think  of  them, 
How  brave  they  stand,  how  -stalwart 
'Gainst  the  buffeting  of  time  and  storm, 
So  little  worn  by  passing  centuries. 
Twas  here  amongst  the  grand  old  elms  and  beech 
Some  merry  hours  were  pass'd. 
Perhaps  illicit,  yet,  may-be,  more  sweet. 
'Twas  oft  the  girls  came  here  and  with  us  played, 
We  romped  and  danced,  and  kissing  rings  were  made. 
At  school  the  wall  a  little  bit  too  tall — divided  us: 
Of  course  this  thing  was  right, 
And  good,  and  proper,  in  your  sight ; 
But  surely  then  you  had  sufficient   learned 
To  know  how  useless  were  a  wall — however  tall — 
To  part  the  boy  and  girl. 

It  seems  but  distance,  time,  and  circumstance, 
The  adjustment  of  life's  sphere,  or  chance 
Which  do  divide,  or  brush  such  friends  aside. 
And  think  you  not  'tis  good, 
The  one  environment — the  smaller  sphere — 
Should  widen  out,  the  outlook  greater  be; 
That  well  it  were,  some  saw  beyond  the  sea, 
Beyond  the  ocean,  great  and  strong  and  free, 
Where  other  flags  so  nobly  fly  unfurled 
Over  the  greater  school — over  the  wider  world ! 
And  yours,  good  friend,  a  great,  a  noble  task. 
The  building  up  of  character  and  mind, 
Giving,   imbuing,   blending, 
Knowledge  of  things  that  are  and  are  to  be. 
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Ho\v  you  must  watch  with  anxious  heart  and  kind 

Those  of  your  moulding, 

How  great  your  task,  how  limitless  your  sphere. 

Your  seed  you  drop 

And  then  like  other  seeds 

Wind  blown  they  spread,  now  here,  now  there, 

Till  o'er  the  earth  in  regions  far  or  near. 

Are  new  upspringings ; 

Where  then  ends  your  sphere? 

Tis  just  as  though  with  careful  stroke  and  slow 

You  carve  initials,  clear  and  deep  and  strong 

A  little  tree  upon — 

Long  years  shall  pass,  the  tree  cast  shadows  dense, 

And  time  lias  wound  those  letters  round 

Its  whole  circumference. 

Much  joy  to  you,  good  friend 

And  may  you  see  a  harvest  great, 

A  blest  reward  as  great  as  was  your  task. 

After  long  years  of  striving  patiently, 

Untiling  in  your  sowing!, 

'Twere  only  meet  that  joy  should  come  to  you 

Plenteous  in  garnering: 

That  in  the  garden  wherein  you  have  toiled, 

Lavish  were  bloom  and  sweet. 

And  looking  backward 

Ever  may  you  find  your  pathway  bright 

Clearly  defined,  graceful  and  good, 

Decked  with  the  flowers  you  ever  sought, 

The  noblest  of  human  kind. 


UNSEEN    CURRENTS. 

LIFE  is  like  a  floating  bubble, 

Hither  wafted,  thither  driven, 

Now  in  sunshine,  now  in  shadow, 

Onward  urged  by  fate  or  fortune, 

Drifting  on  the  unseen  currents 

Of  a  vast  and  mystic  ocean. 

Now  to  hover  just  a  moment 

Where  the  sunshine  glints  and  sparkles, 

Then,  ere  eye  can  catch  the  movement, 

Vanishes  amid  the  shadows. 

Soe  how  lightly  now  'tis  floating, 

Buoyant  with  an  airy  motio'i  : 

Rising  still  and  ever  rising, 

Raising  still  though  ne'er  aspiring. 

Far  beyond  the  din  and  glamour, 
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Far  beyond  the   motley  battle, 

Clearer  still  and  ever  clearer 

Of  the  things  which  bind  and  trammel, 

Up  to  where  the  air  is  incense, 

Where  the  joyous  larks  are  singing, 

Where  the  sunshine  smiles  upon  it 

WTith  a  brilliant  areola. 

Lifted  ever,  upward  guided, 

Circling  into  space  fantastic, 

Till  it   basks  in  heaven's  gleaming 

Higher  than  the  boldest  dreaming. 

Gently  floats  another  bubble 

Over  woods  and  lanes  and  hedges 

Ling' ring  oft  by  swaying  tree-top-. 

Or  by  fields  of  purple  clover, 

Or  the  flowing  silver   river. 

Stooping  now  to  kiss  a  lily, 

Circling  round  the  fragrant  blossom, 

Then  awhile  a  vigil  keeping 

By  the  lonely  willow  weeping. 

O'er  the  hills  aglow  with  heather, 

Through  the  valley  with  the  blue  bells, 

Where  the  wind-toss'd  trees  are  whisp'ring, 

Whisp'ring  with  a  fragrant  breathing, 

With  a   soft  melodious  sweetness. 

Here  the  bubble  gently  lowers, 

Sinks  away  to  sweet  oblivion 

'Mongst  the  fairest  woodland  flowers, 

'Mongst  the  tender  ferns  and  mosses, 

Where  the  foxgloves  tall  and  grasses, 

In  their  fragrant  woodland  bowel's, 

Yearly  keep  their  sacred  trysting, 

And,  while  sunny  summer's  parsing, 

Breathe  the  very  air  of  Eden  : 

Live  their  lives  so  full  of  wooing, 

And  in  golden  autumn  dying, 

Dying  where  the  silken  branches 

Of  the  graceful  sUver  birches 

Tremble  as  in  bitter  sorrow, 

As  in  fond  and  tender  mourning. 

Yet  anon  another  bubble: 

See!  it  wavers,  nearly  falling, 

Never  rising,  never  buoya,nt. 

Whither  goes  it  ?      What  can  draw  it 

Into  this  the  dustv  highway, 

Into  this  the  city's  byway? 

Whither  conies  this  cruel  current 

That  Ciin  drive  it.  that  can  draw  it 

Where  the  sunshine  never  cometh, 

Never  shines  or  glows  upon  it? 
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Why  this  bubble,  void  of  colour, 
Void  of  all  a  bubble's  splendour, 
Void  of  all  that's  fair  and  tender? 
Through  the  denseness  of  the  city, 
Through  the  stifling  court  and  alley, 
Hither  wafted,  thither  driven, 
'Mongst  the  dirt  and  sin  and  squalor ; 
Here  awhile  to  float  or  circle. 
'Mongst  the  troubled,  wind-toss'd  refuse, 
Soon  to  fall  and  soon  forgotten. 
Thus  is  life  like  bubbles  floating, 
Weighted  oft  by  human  passion, 
Or  with  other's  fateful  sinning. 
Others  in  life's  sunshine  glowing, 
Buoy'd  with  love  to  overflowing, 
Others  glide  with  fortune  seeming 
Through  a  sunny  life  of  dreaming. 


A    LITTLE    SERMON. 

ON  the  cities  busy  street  there's  a  stream  of  many  feet ; 
In  jostling  haste  or  easy  stride,  moves  a  mingling  human 
tide, 

To  its  goal. 
What  of  this?     Do  we  not  know  that  each  day  they 

come  and  go, 

That    this    passing    human    throng,    which,    so    hasty, 
moves  along, 

Go  to  toil  ? 
Yes,  we  know  life's  daily  round,  calls  these  men,  and 

they  are  bound 

For  their  bread  to  toil  and  spin,  in  the  cities'  clang  and 
din, 

All  the  day. 
Is  there  nothing  else  in  view  than  this  daily  work  we 

do? 
Is  it  then  the  human  goal,    "toiling  for  a  given  dole 

of  money?" 
Is  the  workshop,  then,  the  end?       Does    the    stream 

unbroken  wend? 

Will  not  time  our  task   soon  sever?      What  about  the 
great  for-ever 

After  then  ? 
Who  shall  stay  this  human    river  running  on   to  the 

for-ever 

Mingling  in  a  mystic  sea  of  a  vast  eternity, 
T'nrevealed  ? 

D 
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Aye,  these  people  conie  and  go,  yet  'tis  but  an  ebb  and 

flow— 
"  Moments  given,"  so  we  may  think  on  everlasting  day, 

As  they  go. 

Let  your  passing  to  the  sea  be  a  touching  melody : 
See !  your  neighbour  bears  a  load,  jostle  not  upon  the 
road, 

Take  a  share. 

Be  the  future  what  it  may,  this  is  sure  the  better  way  ; 
Then  this  life  shall  change  to  thee,  still  retaining  melody 

For  ever. 


A    QUEST. 

HAPPINESS,  true  happiness,  where  is  thy  sweet  abode? 
We  ever  strive  and  watch  for  it  yet  never  find  the  road. 
Soft  zephyrs  breathe  thy  sweeetness  upon  the  fragrant 

air, 

The  flowers  and  the  hedgerows  mirror  thee  everywhere. 
The  lisping  evening  breezes  whisper  of  thee  aye  sweet, 
Sunshine  glimpses  quickly  pass  and  shadows  come  so 

fleet; 
Where  is  that   mystic  hiding   place  where  thou   dost 

glide  away, 
And  echo  luring  music  of  a  coming  happy  day  ? 

What  devious  paths  may  reach  thee,   what  ladder  can 

we  rear, 

To  climb  aloft  and  reach  thee,  ever  to  hold  thee  near  ? 
We  hear  thy  peaceful  echoes,  magic  remotely  sweet, 
But    grope   we   on   in   darkness,    where   is   thy    bright 

retreat  ? 

Seems  it  to  be  so  vain  to  strive  and  not  to  win, 
That  peaceful  path  of  happiness,  never  to  walk  therein. 
Where  is  that   sweet  seclusion,   that   mansion  'mongst 

the  trees, 
Whera   everything  is    gladness;,    pregnant   with    joyful 

ease. 

Came  it  at  length  to  me,  a  sparkling,  glittering  cup, 
But  ere  I  raised  it  to  my  lips  another  snatched  it  up ; 
And  that  was  not  enough,  for  'twas  flaunted  in  my  view, 
Then,  victimised,  I  watched  it  go,  and  cursed  it  ere  I 
knew. 
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Like  meteor  it  cut  the  gloom,  and  flashed  the  horizon 

o'er, 
Then    pall-like    clouds    enwrapt    it    more  darkly    than 

before ; 

Love  is  a  chimera  then,  name  for  a  sense  that  cools, 
A  glamour  luring  us  to  kill,  a  trap  for  the  feet  of  fools ! 


I  later  sought  a  foreign  clime  and  rolled  the  niggers  o'er, 
Deeply  gashed  my  sword  their  flesh,  I  waded  in  their 

gore ; 
Again  on   English  soil  I  came,   'mid  crowds  and  loud 

applaud, 
I  rode  along  in  honoured  state,  with  blood  bespattered 

sword.  v 

Yet  ever  at  my  horse's  side  a  rude  black  vision  ran, 
And  urged  aloud  persistently  "  a  savage,  still  a  man  " ; 
This  happy  goal  attained  could  not  denunciations  lull, 
They  pierced  right  through  the  applauding  throng,  this 

hero's  pinnacle. 


Great  scholarships  I  gained  and  won  a  much  belettered 

name, 

I  mastered  systems  intricate,  thus  heaping  up  my  fame, 
And  theories  abstruse  I  analysed  at  will, 
On  questions  knotty   gaily  stepped,  thus  mounting  up 

the  hilt. 
Then   all  the  people   round  I  saw  my   knowledge   did 

detect, 

The  reason  and  the  why  of  it.  the  cause  and  the  effect ; 
But  oh !  the  ignorance  I  felt  when  hissed  a  little  elf, 
''  Atom  of  learning,  will  you,  can  you  define  yourself?" 


I  slaved,  I  wrought,  I  sold,  I  bought,  I  struggled  with 

clenched  teeth, 
I  dipped  my  hands  in  murky  mire,  for  gold  that  was 

beneath ; 

T  scraped  it  in  by  cruel  force,  I  smuggled  it  by  stealth, 
I  stifled  all  my  feelings  fine  and  buried  them  in  wealth. 
I  hied  away  to  spend  it.  in  hard-earned  ease  to  dwell, 
Glib  imps  they  hopped  about  me,  I  lived  in  a  very  hell ; 
And   poverty    and   misei-y   groaned   loudly   'mongst  the 

trees, 
Their  ghosts  stalked  darkly  through  my  halls  and  ever 

mocked  mv  ease. 
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Came  floating  then  along  the  air  sweet  music's  grandest 

strain, 

It  fell  on  rocks  and  crags  and  hills  to  reverbrate  again  ; 
'Cross  seas  from   pier  to  pier,    it   swelled  from  earth 

away  to  sky, 

It  drowned  all  other  earthly  things  in  one  sweet  melody  ; 
It  stirred  the  stifled  tears,  it  softened  my  rocky  soul, 
And  up  and  up  it  lifted  me  till  I  all  but  grasped  my 

goal ; 
But  it  ebbed  and  died  away  once  more  to  its  mystic 

worlds  remote, 
And    still   I    stand    and    wait    again    for  the   one    long 

missing  note. 


I  dreamed  a  dream  at  last,  .wherein  I  was  a  little  child, 
I   lightly  stepped  along  a  road  where  flowers  the  way 

beguiled ; 

A  little  way  along  the  path  I  saw  a  glowing  heaven, 
A  little  empty  throne  was  there  which  would  to  me  be 

given. 
In  glowing  robes  I  was  to  reign  with  white-winged  angel 

throng, 
From  many  harpers   music  rang,    I   joined  the   lauding 

song, 
And  there  in  peace  and  happiness,  where  everything  did 

blend, 
I  solved  the  wildering  mystery,  my  quest  was  at  an  end. 


A    CALL    TO    ARMS. 

YE  sleepers  wake,  let  sloth  depart, 

Rouse  all  your  slumbering  elements  of  work, 

Hold  up  the  light  of  ti-uth 

In  corners  where  'tis  dark, 

Thus  aiding  justice  to  retain 

Her  Empire  whole. 

Let  sympathy  to  all  be  shown, 

And  in  the  dens  of  infamy  and  shame 

Deal  out  the  music  of  its  symphony 

Inspiring  and  alluring  all ; 

Thus  grovelling  manhood 

May  be  lifted  up  again. 

Climb  to  the  heights  of  reason's  hills 

And  look  around,  below,  afar, 

There's  work  where  energetic  men 
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May  fight  the  fight  with  sword  like  pen 

Till  fetters    which  have    bound  the    human  mind    are 

loosed, 

And  slaves  are  free'd  again. 
Tis  not  the  clanging  steel  and  cannons  roar 
That  doth  true  freedom  give — 
These  breed  in  nations  hearts  eternal  hate, 
And  by  the  awful  scars  their  fathers  bear 
The  sons  for  vengeance  wait — 
Tis  "  Justice,  Mercy,  Love,  to  all  mankind, 
An  urgent  warring  with  the  weak  one's  wrong." 
'Tis  these  and  these  alone  a  holy  t Humph  win, 
And  sweeping  onward,  upward, 
Sing  the  victor's  song. 


GOD'S    LOVE    LETTERS. 

THE  evening  sunset's  gilded  glow 
Tinged  all  around  with  ruddy  hue, 
And  clearly  mirrored  in  the  lake 
The  shadows  of  the  evening  view. 
How  calm  and  still !  how  good  it  is 
To  sit,  and  lulled  by  such  a  scene, 
Leave  all  my  haunting  care  behind, 
And  idly  sit  and  fondly  dream. 


To  hear  the  twittering  of  the  birds, 

The  -sighing  of  a  laden  bough ; 

To  list  to  shimmering  of  the  leaves 

Which  in  such  sweet  profusion  grow ; 

TO,  watch  the  rippling  of  the  waves 

Fpon  the  water  at  my  feet, 

To  watch  them  Hpple  on  and  on 

Till  mingled  'mongst  the  shadows  sweet. 


The  scene  has  changed,  across  my  view 

T<  floating  now  a  wider  scene ; 

Xo  distance  now  can  daunt  my  gaze, 

Xo  denser  object  intervene. 

T  scann'd  a  range  as  'twere  the  world, 

The  dream  a  treble  vision  lent, 

For  lo !  before  me  lay  a  scene, 

An  earth  without  environment. 
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The  river  broad,  the  wooded  dell, 
The  rolling  fields  and  flowery  vale : 
The  pathway  tlirough  the  meadow  sweet, 
The  sunny  hills  and  shaded  dale. 
These  and  a  thousand  other  things 
Appeared  before  me  as  'twould  seem ; 
A  picture  huge  before  me  lay. 
The  real  embodied  in  a  dream. 


And  there  were  buildings,  piles  and  piles 
Of  dingy  red  and  black  and  brown, 
Which  seem'd  to  mar  this  vision  sweet, 
That  seem'd  to  make  the  picture  frown. 
And  tow' ring  far  above  the  rest 
Were  steeples  tall  that  pierced  the  air 
As  though  to  seek  a  fairer  clime, 
And  get  a  wider  vision  there. 


And  lo!  I  heard  a  suppliant  voice, 
A  voice  which  seem'd  to  plead  in  prayer 
From  out  this  dusky,  stony  pile. 
It  called  on  God  to  meet  it  there : 
It  pleaded,  chanted,  and  intoned, 
And  still  it  pleaded  yet  again : 
It  chanted  from  a  printed  form 
A  glib,  monotonous  refrain. 


From  out  its  portals  now  appeai-s 
A  wraith  of  black-robed  living  men. 
To  wend  its  way  in  solemn  mood 
As  were  God's  earth  a  mourning  den. 
They  hold  a  picture  in  their  minds 
Of  warning  texts  and  narrow  ways  : 
They  fear  they  tread  the  verge  of  hell. 
And  walk  hi  trembling  all  their  days. 


Give  me  a  mirror  all  aglow, 
That  pictures  nature's,  flowery  ways : 
Give  me  an  arm  of  strength  to  hold 
This  mirror  to  their  drooping  gaze. 
To  lift  their  heads,  to  point  their  eyes 
Beyond  the  gloom  of  man-built  pile. 
To  flowers  that  bloom  so  sweet  and  gay 
This  earthly  traveller  to  beguile. 
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Go,  drape  your  church  with  pictures  grand, 
Tear  vengeance  down  from  off  the  wall; 
Write  love  to  things  and  men  and  God, 
And  Him  you  will  not  need  to  call. 
For  God  is  Love  and  Love  is  God, 
Inevitably  intertwined. 
These  things  of  beauty  sent  to  you 
Are  mirrored  motives  of  His  mind. 

Go  read  the  message  plainly  writ 
On  nature's  parchment  undisguised: 
You'd  better  trace  a  sentence  here 
Than  all  the  parchment  men  devised. 
Ye  overburdened  souls,  go  read 
Hieroglyphics  on  the  sod : 
They  mii-ror  heaven's  smiles  on  earth, 
They  form  the  signature  of  God. 


THE   CITY'S    STREET. 

LEAKNING  may  grace  the  city's  street 

May  thrive  and  grow, 
Yet  there's  a  joy  in  the  meadows  sweet 

It  cannot  know ; 
Ay,  and  my  feet  they  aweary  tread 

The  city's  street 
My  heart's  away  with  the  tinkling  brooks 

That  kindly  greet, 
That  flow  in  peace  where  the  trees  hang  o'er 

And  brambles  gay 
Bedeck  its  course  with  their  blooms  galore 

A  garland  way. 
And,  seems  it,  the  busy  streets  they  wear 

A  tinsel  glow, 
While  roam  I  can  in  the  lanes  so  free 

Their  joys  to  know. 
E'en  though  the  woods  are  silent  now, 

No  ringing  song 
Wakes  in  the  shades  of  the  leafy  trees 

My  way  along, 
There's  new  life  lurks  in  the  woodland  air 

If  one  but  seeks, 
And  there  where  the  birds  were  wont  to  sing 

A  silence  speaks. 
Of  the  city's  streets,  beware!  beware! 

Their  hearts  are  cold, 
Their  wheels  they  grind  with  remorseless  pace, 
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One  soon  grows  old, 
Aye,  and  the  ones  who  may  faint  and  fall 

Are  left  behind, 
Left  prone  on  the  heartless  city  street, 

And  wheels  still  grind. 
No  zephyrs  soft  on  the  city's  street 

Will  breathe  new  life, 
The  crowd  but  press  for  a  passing  glance 

In  heartless  strife ; 
The  wheels  still  grind  as  they  rumble  on, 

They  heed  no  cry, 
They  grind  and  grind  at  their  task  so  grim 

Till  weak  ones  die. 
From  out  of  this  heartless  weary  strife 

Come  with  me  glide, 
Come  share  in  the  joys  of  a  fairer  scene, 

So  wide,  so  wide  ; 
So  wide,  the  feet  of  the  world  might  tread 

Nor  jostle  there, 
Where  the  traveller  finds  at  his  eventide 

A  haven  fair. 


WHAT   WOULD    THE    WILD    WIND    SAY? 

WHY  is  it  the  wind  is  sighing, 

As  it  flies  upon  its  way? 
Could  I  patiently  listen  till 

I  knew  what  it  had  to  say, 
In  what  language  is  it  speaking, 

And  could  I  but  understand, 
What  news  would  it  to  me  whisper, 

From  near  or  from  far  off  land  ? 

When  I  had  its  language  learned, 

Could  I  by  listening  know, 
What  were  the  stories  it  told  me, 

In  its  murmurs,  sweet  and  low? 
Or  when  the  tree-leaves  flutter, 

And  the  fleecy  clouds  on  high 
Were  sailing  on,  so  smooth  and  calm, 

Could  I  learn   its  lullaby  ? 

And  when  it  moaned  and  whistled, 
'Cross the  ocean,  through  the  night, 

When  passion  and  might  were  blended 
In  proud  and  furious  fight, 
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Could  I  list  while  its  shriek  and  howl 
Make  the  tree  tops  bend  and  sway, 

When  the  waves  dash  high  on  the  rocks, 
What  then  would  the  wild  wind  say? 


When  I  learned  its  every  passion, 

If  I  knew  its  every  mood, 
Could  I  listen  to  its  language 

If  at  last  I  understood? 
Should  I  gain,  by  patient  waiting, 

Could  it,  would  it  ever  prove, 
That  the  world  was  guided  always 

By  a  tender  hand  of  love  ? 


In  calm  or  storm  could  I  listen 

To  all  that  it  told  to  me, 
When  calmly  o'er  the  fields  it  blew, 

Or  in  fury  on  the  sea ; 
Did  I  know  each  note  of  music, 

Could  I  catch  the  whole  refrain, 
Would  the  music  linger  near  me, 

Should  I  know  each  word  again  ? 


Yet  think  how  much  better  than  this 

Better  by  far  would  it  be, 
Could  I  answer  all  the  stones 

Of  the  love  'twould  bring  to  me, 
If  'twould  waft  away  my  message, 

On  its  wings  so  sure  and  fleet, 
To  the  one  I  know  would  listen, 

To  the  one  I  wished  to  greet. 


It  might  thunder  on  the  ocean, 

It   might  ripple  o'er  the  lake, 
It  might  murmur  through  the  hedgerows, 

On  the  hills  its  echoes  wake, 
Round  the  rock-girt  coast  'twould  rumble, 

Sing  across  the  heather  lea, 
I  should  always  hear  it  whisper 

Sweetest  words  of  love  to  me. 
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TO    DRIFT    OR    FIGHT. 

WHICH  was  the  happier  man  at  length  ? 

The  one  a  lofty  ideal  forms, 

And  steady  fights  in  all  emergencies: 

Who  strives  and  plods,  and  fights  'gainst  all  life's  odds, 

Perhaps  at  last  is  overwhelmed,  undone, 

His  goal  not  yet  attained ; 

Will  he  die  happy  knowing  he  has  striven? 

Will  he  be  satisfied? 

Or  he  whose  heart  an  ideal  never  knew, 

Who  never  yearned  for  nobler  atmosphere, 

But  glides,  and  without  oar  or  helm 

Drifts  down  the  stream  of  life, 

Taking  what  fleeting  time  meets  out  to  him, 

Counting  not  loss  or  gain, 

Knowing  nor  caring : 

Will  he  be  satisfied  ? 

What  of  the  bee  that  never  winged  its  flight 

The  hedge  beyond,  that  never  cared  to  soar? 

Or  of  the  bird  that  would  not  roam  in  quest 

Of  wherewithal,  or  nook  to  build  its  nest? 

'Twere  good,  methinks,  that  man's  success 

Were  high  on  difficulties  poised, 

Thus  tempting  him  to  soar. 

'Twere  good  to  rise  but  to  a  little  height, — 

'Twere  something  of  a  triumph  and  delight, — 

And  with  the  striving  manhood's  wings  grow  strong, 

Stronger  for  higher  flights. 

'Twere  good  that  he  should  yearn, 

That  he  should  long : 

What  finer  attributes ! 

Longing  can  touch  the  noblest  cords  in  life. 

And,  linked  with  striving, 

Where's  the  goal  which  cannot  be  obtained, 

The  ramparts  never  stormed? 

Oh !  it  were  best,  'twere  best  that  man  should  fight, 

Should  fight  until,  when  dawns  his  eventide, 

His  heart  shall  say  to  him,  "Well  done,  well  done." 


WALK    IN    THE    GARDEN. 

Walk  in  the  garden, 
The  gate  is  wide  open  ; 
Walk  in  the  garden. 
This  emblem  of  Eden, 
Where  flowers  are  blooming 
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In  beauty  and  grace. 
Walk  in  the  garden, 
A  gift  to  the  people: 
The  man  or  the  maiden 
Its  beauties  may  trace. 
Oh,  'tis  delightful! 
Where  flowers  resplendent 
Deck  border  and  bed, 
Where,  growing  in  clusters 
And  fragrance  and  glory, 
Such  beauty  is  shed. 
Walk  in  the  garden, 
So  graceful  a  token, 
So  freely  displaying 
A  feeling  akin. 
Talk  of  its  splendours 
Muse  in  its  bowers, 
There  is  no  end  to 
The  beauties  within. 
Free  as  the  sunshine, 
Free  as  the  air  is  ; 
Shake  off  the  town's  dust, 
Be  pleased  to  walk  in. 
The'  while  you  enjoy  it 
Be  pleased  to  remember 
The  giving  is  prompted 
By  feelings  akin. 


'TIS    HAPPY    JUNE. 

'Tis  June,   'tis  happy  June, 
And  oh  'tis  good  indeed  to  live 
While  the  fair  days  go  fleeting, 

While  all  her  ways 
Are  draped  witli  flowers  sweet, 
Fragrant   with    blossomings ; 
While  on  the  verdant  air  floats  music  sweet 
From  happy  birds  in  soft-toned  notes 
Of  tenderest  love  or  pleasant  twitterings. 
'Tis  life  indeed  to  those  who  linger  here, 
Breathing  life's  fairest,   sweetest  influences. 
Noting  the  thousand  sun-kissed  things 
'Mongst  shadows  fleeting,  fleeting. 
To  sit  and  let  the  fullness  touch  one's  soul, 
While  ever  gently  fann'd, 
And  sweetly  smiled  on. 
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And  ho\v  one  longs  for  sweeter  atmospheres 

And  purer  human  things ; 
How  white  the  clouds  and  wraith-like, 
Speeding  o'erhead  upon  the  blue  unpierced 
Like  angel  forms  with  tenderest  beckonings, 
Luring  one  onwards,  upwards,  to  better  tlu'ngs. 
What  if  thy  pathway  now  is  June  to  thee, 
Thy  prospect  good,  thy  landscape  wide  and  free? 

Are  there  not  vales  and  hills, 

And  a  beyond, 
A  sure  beyond  of  hemispheres  unpierced? 

Are  there  not  higher  heights, 

Spite  human  questionings? 


STORMS. 

The  storm  had  pass'd,  no  longer  frown'd  the  sky, 
A  thousand  sparkles  like  a  thousand  smiles 

Fling  back  the  beams  from  heaven, 
And  all  the  earth  is  glad  with  joyous  murmuring : 
Just  as  the  storms  do  pass  in  human  life, 

Smiles  after  tears. 

Oft  comes  a  time  when  passion  sways  and  moves  the 
human  kind 

Now  here,  now  there  ; 

When  heart  has  gained  the  mastery  over  brain, 
And,  like  a  torrent  wild,  blindly  runs  on 
O'er  rugged  chasm  and  mountainous  ravine 

On,  on  to  the  ending. 

Then,  when  the  storm  is  spent, 
Some  gentle  eddy  in  life's  wayward  stream 

Draws  them  aside, 
A  kindly  peace  comes  stealing  over  him, 

Finds  for  his  tear-stained  face 

A  haven's  sheltering, 

Soothing  again  the  heart,  so  tempest-toss'd. 
Earth's  fair  carpet  sparkles  now  anew, 

And  in  the  bird's  sweet  song 

Xew  joys,   new  thoughts,  new  life, 
And  on  the  flowers  new  radiance  in  the  blooming. 
And  glad  content  throughout  his  being  glows, 
With  sweet   intensenes-i   passion    never  knows: 

Thus  pass  the  storms  of  life. 
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THE    PASSING    SEASONS. 

SUMMER'S  draped  for  parting, 

The  autumn  comes — the  ebbing  of  the  year 

Patches  of  purple  splendour 

Hues  all  fair  and  tender, 

Brightly  glow,  and  hip  and  sloe 

Join  in  glad  adorning, 

Join  the  golden  crowning. 

How  soon  the  snows  follow  the  rose, 

A  pall  magnificent ! 

Draperies  all  pure  and  white, 

Spirit  woven  in  the  night, 

Hung  by  a  hand  unseen, 

Cover  the  sleeping  Queen. 

Pregnant  is  the  sleeping ! 

Mourning  awhile,  and  then 

Leaping  to  life  again 

Hope  cometh,  long  deferred, 

Sun,  flower,  and  singing  bird 

Greet  the  arising. 


OVER    THE    STORM    AND    WIND. 

GLOOM  and  cloud  at  the  break  of  mom 

Hang  o'er  the  waking  world, 
And  threatening  masses  overhead, 
Like  tatter'd  banners,  float  unfurled 

Over  the  silent  dead. 

Wild  is  the  wind  in  its  gusty  roar, 
Sounding  the  notes  of  a  deep  alarm. 
But  hark  !  mid  the  lull  of  the  roaring  wind, 
The  robin  sings  with  a  conscious  calm 
Sings  to  the  human  kind. 

Oli  what  a  peace  and  a  sweet  content 
Comes  to  the  heart  with  the  robin's  song, 
And  the  chords  that  .jarred  in  the  passing  strife 
Wake  to  the  music  sweet  and  strong, 
Wake  to  a  sweeter  life. 

Why  is  the  heart  so  prone  to  faint  ? 
Why  do  we  quail  when  the  storms  are  near? 
List,  oh  man,  with  a  trusting  mind, 
There's  a  sweeter  note  that  the  heart  will  hear, 
Over  the  storm  and  wind, 
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ACROSS    THE    WAY. 

Blow  the  keen  December  winds 

In  sullen,  moaning,  bitter  blasts, 

Twirling  the  snow-flakes  here  and  there 

In  gaunt,  fantastic  forms. 

One  side  the  road,  in  deep'ning  gloom, 

Beside  the  dying  embers  sits 

A  woman  haggard,  hugging  as  'twere 

The  dying  flicker  in  her  empty  grate. 

Alone  she  sits,  and  tighter  draws 

A  mantle  thin  her  shoulders  round  ; 

She  sits  and  shudders  as  the  gusts  of  wind 

Moan  sad  omens  across  the  chimney  top. 

Now  enters  in  a  child  of  tender  years, 

An  unkempt,  shivering  child,  so  sparsely  clad 

And  blue  with  very  cold. 

"  He  bade  me  tell  you  he  could  do  no  more, 

So  many  press  him  at  this  Christmas  time  ; 

And  he  was  very,  very  sorry,  so  he  said." 
Across  the  road  the  brightness  shone 
Throughout  the  home,  lighting  the  street 
With  ruddy  glow  from  every  window  pane. 
Gleeful  songs  from  many  children 
Rang  in  accents  glad,  and  music  joyful 
Seem'd  to  fill  the  air ; 
Dame  Fortune  smiled,  and  hearts  were  light  and 

glad. 

Are  these  but  pictures,  gentle  reader,  think, 
And  hearts,  true  hearts,  will  echo, 
Would  they  were." 

Not  that  the  sunshine  should  be  olotted  out, 
Or  that  the  music  should  be  changed  in  tune  ; 
But  that  kind  hands  and  more  unselfish  hearts 
Should  catch  the  tune, 
Should  take  the  music,  and  diffuse 
Where  'twere  not  known. 
'Tis  strange,  too  strangely  true, 
That  always,  somewhere,  human  hearts  are  sad ; 
And  still  more  strange  it  seems  to  me  to  be, 
The  heart  is  stricken  not  because  'twere  bad. 
Is  there  joy  and  comfort  in  your  heart? 
Open  its  windows. 
Let   that  love — which   will   not  lessen  there — flow 

out, 

Flow  out  and  touch  the  heart  that  is  so  cold. 
Lift,  lift  the  listless  hand:    can  you  withhold 
The  joy  that's  missing  there  ? 
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SOMBRE     NIGHTFALL. 

WHEN  the  sun  has  gone  to  slumber 
Far  beyond  the  frowning  hill, 

And  the  clouds  loom  dark  and  sombre 
O'er  the  silent  whip-poor-will. 

When  the  waters  give  no  shadow, 
Only  look  so  stern  and  black, 

And  the  woods  beside  the  meadow 
Give  no  living  echoes  back. 

When  no  stars  above  are  shining, 

No  reflections  in  the  lake, 
And  the  weird  wind  moans  repining, 

All  our  morbid  fancies  wake. 

When  the  rivulets  are  sighing 

Where  they  once  were  wont  to  sing, 

And  the  bats  in  silence  flying 
Touch  us  with  an  icy  wing. 

When  we  see  in  fancy  looming. 

Through  the  murky,  gloomy  space, 

Evil  features  in  the  gloaming, 

Where  we  looked  for  angel  grace. 

We  may  wonder  what  they're  saying, 
'Mongst  the  ghostly  rustling  grass. 

Listen,  think  you,  are  they  praying 
Such  a  night  may  quickly  pass  ? 


OCEAN'S    LOVE    SONG. 

ROLLING  waves,  rolling  waves,  speak  to  me,  speak  to  me ! 
Tell  out  thy  passion,  O  fathomless  sea ! 
What  are  the  secrets  which  heave  in  thy  bosom  ? 
Hold  them  no  longer,  come,  tell  them  to  me. 

Echo  thy  story  till  waves  become  foam-flecked, 
Lashed  into  f  ury  remorselessly  strong ; 
On  thy  coast  rock-girt  come  thunder  thy  passion, 
Sparing  no  victim  in  righting  thy  wrong. 
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Hust  thou  a  limit,  O  ocean,  O  ocean? 
Hast  thou  no  friends?  say,  art  thou  alone? 
Art  thou  girt  round?  O  say,  art  thou  bridled 
By   mountainous  boulders  of   passionless  stone? 

Thou  art  too  cruel,  O  ocean,  mad  ocean! 
Too  fickle  in  calmness,  in  passion  too  strong ; 
You  woo  with  a  madness  in  grand  isolation, 
With  thundering,   passionate,  terrible  song! 

Could  the  sky  mate  thee:  this  azure  resplendent, 
Glorified  calmness,  so  fair  and  so  pure? 
Could  it  bow  down  and  in  humble  abasement 
For  ever  thy  moods  and  thy  passions  endure? 

Would'st  thou  take  earth,  so  fair  and  so  fruitful, 
Take  her  by  force,  in  your  boldness  embrace? 
Take  her,  and  then  in  your  moments  of  passion 
Wreck  her  fair  form,  make  a  void  of  her  grace  ? 

Vain  such  a  wish,  O  thou  passionate  ocean  ! 
Thou  art  too>  rough,  thy  wooing  too  rude. 
Earth  is  too  fair,  the  sky  too  resplendent, 
For  reckless  caresses  and  varying  mood. 

Has  the  sky  mocked  thee  and  often  enticed  thee, 
Joined  in  thy  moods,  sung  strains  of  thy  song? 
In  unison  often  with  clouds  black  and  stormy 
Mingled  awhile  thy  wild  breakers  among. 

Tis  not  too  late  then,  ocean,  strong  ocean, 
Fair  is  the  maiden  that  smiles  from  above. 
Let  thy  deep  thunders  tell  out  thy  devotion, 
Sing  on  thy  mad  songs  of  a  passionate  love. 


A    BACKWARD    GLANCE. 

YET  another  year  has  flown,  flown  and  gone, 

Ceaseless  moves  "Old  Father  Time,"  on  and  on, 

Leaving  plainly  in  our  tracks 

Piling  up  behind  our  backs, 

Heaps  of  mingled  smiles  and  tears, 

Harvests  of  the  passing  years  : 

Printing  on  the  tracks  of  time 
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Every  deed  of  yours  and  mine, 

Surely  marking,  one  by  one, 

Every  deed  which  we  have  done. 

Dare  you,  comrade,  backward  look? 

Fearless  meet  a  stern  rebuke? 

Dare  you  backward  glance,   and  then, 

Tracing  o'er  your  steps  again, 

Read  the  record  on  your  path 

Writ  in  deed  and  aftermath? 

Gone  the  year,  those  deeds  are  done, 

Yet  the  pathway  leadeth  on. 

In  your  hearts  are  thorns  and  stones  you  would  throw 

In  the  path  of  he  who  wronged  you  long  ago. 

Quench  these  bitter  thoughts,  Oh  men, 

Never  let  them  rise  again : 

They  shall,  'neath  new  deeds  of  love, 

Be  as  stepping  stones  above. 

Backward  then  if  you  should  look, 

Just  to  read  yon  written  book, 

Neither  then  shall  stone  or  thorn 

In  the  backward  track  adoni. 

You  shall  see  but  sheltering  bowers, 

Rising  'mongst  a  track  of  flowers. 

In  the  distance  far  but  clear 

Multitudes  of  men  appear, 

Pregnant  with  one  joyful  song 

Through  the  smoothened  path  along. 

Like  an  army's  footsteps  ring, 

Weak  one's  burdens  shouldering, 

Ring,  oh  bells,  and  sing,  oh  glen, 

Comes  the  brotherhood  of  men. 


A   TRAGEDY. 

So  footsore  and  weary,  so  tired  and  wan, 

Through  bright  city  streets  trod  a  harassed  old  man, 

Mid  throngs  of  gay  people  and  faces  all  glad, 

So  old  and  dejected  and  wretchedly  clad, 

Now  laughed  to  derision,  now  mocked  at  with  scorn, 

To  tread  the  hard  streets  till  the  break  of  the  morn. 

The    old   man   is   crouched    where    the    grey   buildings 

frown, 

Where  the  spire  of  the  church  watches  over  the  town, 
The  town  with  its  people  so  happily  blest, 
In  homes  full  of  comfort  its  citizens  rest. 
The  old  man  so  -stricken,  with  hopes  so  forlorn, 
Must  sit  on  the  church  step  to  wait  for  the  morn. 
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He  thought  of  the  comfort  of  carpeted  aisle, 
He  thought  of  the  cushions  and  hassocks  awhile; 
And  then  as  he  touched  the  cold  stones  of  the  Trail 
He  wondered  why  ever  'twas  builded  at  all 
A  monument  raised  to  a  carpenter's  son, 
But  oh,  what  an  end  to  the  work  he  begun. 

Twould  shelter  the  outcast,  teach  love  to  the  vile, 
A  lock-up  for  cushion  and  carpeted  aisle. 
The  old  man  indignant,  but  still  musing  on, 
Exclaimed  "  It  mocks  me,  so  let  me  begone." 
He  rises  and  stumbles,  go  onward  he  would, 
His  gait  it  was  joked  at  and  misunderstood. 

At  morn  th»  horizon  all  crimson  and  gold 

Glowed  bright  on  the  man  so  deridedly  old, 

As  he  wended  his  course  with  tottering  knees 

'Mid  the  wild  flowers  so  gay  and  the  beautiful  trees, 

Where  strong  winds  had  caused  the  long  branches  to 

sway 
Till  they  banished  all  visions  of  care  away. 

The  old  man  was  deaf  so  heard  not  the  breeze, 
Or  what  it  was  whispering  above  in  the  trees ; 
But  still  stumbled  on    swearing  oaths  in  his  pain, 
Now  stumbling  yet  rising  again  and  again. 
"Ah!  water  at  last."  cried  the  stricken  old  man, 
Then  presses  he  forward  as  fast  as  he  can. 

The  heavens  were  mirrored  so  beautifully  clear 
In  the  water  below,  so  what  could  he  fear ; 
Ne'er  heeding  the  loss  or  e'er  dreaming  of  gain, 
He  ended  his  life  and  with  it  his  pain. 
And  only  the  robin  above  in  the  tree 
Witnessed  the  old  man's  tragedy. 

The  robin  sat  011  with  eyes  open  and  bold, 
And  it  sympathised  with  the  poor  man  so  old. 
The  birds  kept  still  in.  the  neighbouring  wood, 
And  showed  by  their  silence  they  quite  understood; 
The  trees  reached  their  arms  to  the  water  in  vain, 
While  the  wind  sighed  now  with  a  saddened  refrain. 

The  farce  is  not  over,  the  tale  not  yet  told, 
The  tale  of  the  man  so  decrepit  and  old. 
A  parson  so  guileless,  some  vassal  of  state. 
Droned  o'er  him  a  service,  nay  sad  to  relate 
His  body  was  spurned,   his  soul  was  top  vile 
For  the  honour  of  service  or  funeral  pile. 
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The  cloak  of  the  parson, — the  whole  of  the  saint, — 

Might  touch  the  foul  body  and  garner  the  taint ; 

Hustle  it,  bustle  it,  quick  with  it  away 

Yes,  quickly  and  roughly  throw  o'er  it  the<  clay ; 

Hide  the  old  body,  so  sinful  and  foul, 

And  forget  'tis  a  casket  that  once  held  a  soul. 


THE    MAKING    OF    MEN. 

TO  FELLOW  MEMBERS  OF  THE   ADULT   SCHOOLS. 

WHAT  torrent  of  voices,  what  joyous-fraught  song 
Comes  sweeping  its  way  through  the  city  along  ? 
With  o'er  them  a,  banner  of  freedom  unfurled^ 
Proclaiming  their  parish  the  whole  of  the  world. 
Sing  louder,  O  brothers,  O  sing  it  again, 
'Tis  a  calling  to  freedom  and  making  of  men. 

Too  long  have  the  voices  of  sect  and  of  creed 
Missed  half  of  the  battle  while  striving  to  lead ; 
Each  pathway  divergent,  each  choosing  his  own, 
In  pride  or  in  weakness  to  stumble  alone. 
Let's  join  in  one  army  for  fighting,  and  then 
Go  forward  united  to  making  of  men. 

On,  on  to  the  conflict,  the  fighting  of  sin, 

When  broken  in  sections  the  Devil  gets  in. 

All  brothers-in-arms,  with  one  Leader  to  guide, 

No  sect  or  a  creed  shall  our  army  divide. 

'Tis  better,  'tis  better,  ten  thousand  times  ten, 

To  work  all  untrammelled  at  making  of  men. 

When  endeth  the  fighting?  where  endeth  the  sphere? 
'Tis  now  and  'tis  always,  'tis  yonder,  tis  here. 
What  creed,  then,  shall  hamper  or  lessen  your  view, 
When  there's  sin  and  there's  darkness  and  fighting  to 

do? 

Go  upward,  go  onward,  in  palace  or  den, 
Take  wisdom  and  love  to  the  making  of  men. 

Xot  lavish  of  gilding,  or  learning,  or  lore, 
But  a  heart  that  is  warm  and  a  wide  open  door. 
Go  forth  to  the  fray,  with  vour  banner  unfurled 
Of  love  that  is  human,  'twill  conquer  the  world. 
Sing  your  brotherhood  songs  in  the  byway  and  glen, 
'Tis  a  love  that  is  human  is  making  your  men. 
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LIFE'S    SHIP. 

MY  comrades  ahoy !  to  whither  away  ? 
Whose  ship  is  this,  and  where  will  it  stay ': 
Who  is  the  captain?  who  is  the  mate? 
Who  is  the  pilot  who  steadies  its  gait  ? 
Who  are  the  passengers?  who  are  the  crew? 
Nobody   answered,  for  nobody  knew. 


Can  none  of  you,  comrades,  this  ship  depict  ? 
Is  she  a  floating  old  derelict  ? 
Is  she  a  vessel  all  taut  and  trim 
Adrift,  to  suffer  the  elements'   whim? 
What  is  it,  who  is  it,  keeps  her  afloat? 
Who  holds  the  helm  of  this  wonderful  boat  ? 


There  is  no  landing  to  starboard  or  lee ! 
What  course  are  we  sailing?  what  is  this  sea? 
Off  and  examine  the  compass  and  chart  : 
Neither  do  clearly  our   course  impart  : 
Perplexing  ciphers,  facts  are  so  few, 
We  questioned,  we  argued,  but  nobody  knew. 

No  helmsman  is  visible,  what  can  it  be 
Guiding  this  ship  'twixt  rocks  in  the  sea  ? 
Let's  throw;  out  the  line,  yes,  let's  test  the  ground 
Shoals  may  be  near  us,  rocks  may  abound. 
Vain  such  an  effort,  for  where  could  we  steer, 
Or  how,  if  the  rocks  pr  the  shoals  are  near? 


Fseless  the  compass,  we're  minus  a  plan. 
Helplessly  ignorant  every  man. 
Who  midst  the  rocks  is  it  keeps  her  afloat, 
What  is  it  guiding  this  wonderful  boat. 
Or  whose  is  the  ship,  or  what  is  the  sea  : 
What   does  it  matter  to  you  or  to  me? 

We  fight  on  the  deck  to  gain  the  best  sight. 

Quarrel  below  for  wrong  or  for  right. 

Fp  now,  my  comrades,  let's  make  a  new  plan. 

There's  plenty  of  room  for  every  man. 

To  quarters,  to  quarters,  go  hurry  away, 

Each  sternly  his  dutv  to  do  to-day : 

And  in  case  it  is  needed,  off  with  your  coat, 

There's  far  weaker  fellows  aboard  of  the  boat. 
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AFTER    MANY    YEARS. 

AGED  and  bent  I  see  a  lone  old  man, 
Unkempt  and  travel-stained,  he  stops  to  scan 
A  cottage  old  and  falling  to  decay. 
Dilapidated  ruins  it  appears, 
Half  hidden  by  the  growth  of  passing  years, 
Hiding  as  'twere  away  from  light  of  day. 

The  old  thatched  roof  is  carpeted  with  moss, 
Where  ivy  tendrils  climb  their  way  across, 
And  vainly  try  to  hide  the  gaping  holes. 
Where  once  the  little  wicket  gate  had  swung 
Stand  two  lone  posts  the  nettles  all  among, 
With  lichen  growth  now  covered  thickly  o'er. 

The  gravel  path  is  green  with  age  and  weeds, 
And  all  the  garden  wild  with  Avind-sown  seeds, 
Gorgeous  with  nature's  own  wild  handiwork. 
Rose  trees  once  trained  upon  the  cottage  wall, 
Long  branches  trail,  and  wildly  now  they  fall 
Amongst  the  twining  white  convolvulus. 

A  strange  confusion  holds  untrammelled  sway, 

Sweet  jasmine  blooms  with  honeysuckle  gay, 

And  both  are  twined  and  intertwined  'mongst  roses. 

Bright  marigolds  bloom  wildly  o'er  the  scene, 

With  here  and  there  a  pansy  in  between, 

Where  once  'twas  trim  with  asters,  stocks,  and  daisies. 

The  old  man  stands  the  gay  wild  scene  to  view, 
And  seems  uncertain  what  he  wants  to  do. 
Attracted  yet  repulsed  he  seems  to  be. 
But  now  lie  moves  along  the  nettled  way 
Toward  the  house,  like  him  so  old  and  grey, 
A  fitting  tenant  for  this  ruined  home. 

With  tottering  step,  and  worn  and  weary  gait, 
In  muffled  tone  we  hear  him  ruminate, 
The  while  he  shuffles  through  the  tangled  maze. 
"  My  old,  old  home!  oh,  how  the  memories  rise." 
And  tears  run  slowly  from  the  old  man's  eyes 
Through  rugged  furrows  on  his  time. \vorn  cheek. 

"  I  call  to  mind  those  guileless  schoolboy  days, 
My  fancy  roams  once  more  its  flowery  ways. 
Its  beauteous  scenes  I  ramble  'mongst  again : 
Those  were  the  days  when  life  was  purely  glee, 
The  days  when  flowers  grew,  it  seemed  for  me ; 
Just  for  me  to  revel  in,  to  deck  my  way. 
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Yes,  they  were  happy,  joyous,  flitting  hours, 
The  paths  were  covered,  oh,  so  thick  \vith  flowers, 
The  ground  seemed  carpeted  for  me  to  play. 
Those  days  were  like  the  sunbeam's  glow  in  spring, 
Just  for  the  moment  sweetly  o'er  everything, 
But  soon  to  flee,  and  shadows  take  its  place. 

And  now  it  seems  just  like  the  title  page 
Of  life's  great  book  that  qpens  age  by  age, 
Teaching  life's  lessons  as  its  pages  turn. 
In  tliis  capricious  tale  of  life  we  see 
All  that  the  human  heart  vibrates  to  be, 
Or  not  to  be,  this  is  life's  enigma. 

Thorns  bar  the  way  where  roses  bloom  most  sweet, 
Life's  roads  are  rugged,  'tis  with  bleeding  feet 
We  gain  the  zenith  or  the  thing  we  want. 
As  page  by  page  the  story  we  pursue, 
We  take  our  share  of  pleasures  or  of  rue 
On  paths  of  roses  or  of  adamant. 

Now  thwarted,  baffled,  buffeted,  it  seems 

That  half  our  lives  are  spent  in  youthful  dreams, 

Ephemeral  and  unsatiateable. 

We  press  to  where  chimeric  glow  attracts, 

Stumble  confounded  on  the  solid  facts, 

The  hard  and  stony  facts  on  life's  rough  road. 

Each  passing  scene's  a  lesson  to  be  learned, 
Now  quite  disclosed,  then  hard  to  be  discerned, 
In  thrilling  narrative  or  deep-laid  plot  : 
And  each  and  every  part  alike  doth  tend 
To  bring  the  story  to  one  given   end. 
Opening  the  secret  of  the  plot  to  view. 

As  pages  turn  ever-new  act  and  scene 
Depose  the  old.  new  actors  intervene, 
And  form  the  links  in  life's  unswerving  chain. 
Each  part  was  needed,  'tis  by  this  we  bind 
Each  to  the  other  in  the  one  mankind, 
Thus  holding  all  in  one  great  brotherhood." 

Whilst  murmuring  on  his  philosophic  strain. 
A  sturdy  yeoman  striding  down  the  lane 
Hears  the  strange  sound  within  the  cottagf  old. 
He  parts  the  nettle^  with  his  sturdv  trend. 
And   roughly  strides  across  the  garden  bed 
To  where  he  hears  this  most  unusual  sound. 
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His  heart  beats  fast,  he  stops  in  sheer  surprise, 
And  gazes  on  the  old  man's  tear-dimmed  eyes. 
Then  on  the  instant  recognition  came. 
"  Father,  at  last !  what  long,  long  years  have  fled.'' 
"  At  last  "  :  with  this  the  old  man  bowed  his  head, 
And  shame  and  sorrow  shook  the  old  bent  frame. 

"  Wand'rer  come  home  !"  the  old  man's  arm  he  takes, 
And  bears  his  weight,  for  how  the  old  man  shakes, 
The  while  he  leads  him  from  his  old,  old  home. 
His  grandchild  with  him  in  his  ripe  old  age, 
He  linger's  reading  life's  last  happy  page, 
Playing  his  part  till  his  exit  time  demands. 

Time  is  the  prompter  in  this  world's  great  play, 
It  teaches  each  the  part  he  has  to  say, 
It  shows  to  each  the  entrance  and  the  exit. 
And  what  he  plays  in  future  none  can  tell: 
Now's  all  that's  needed,  play  the  present  well 
So  make  your  mark  on  life's  fast  flitting  pages. 


HIGHWAYS    AND    BYPATHS. 

ALAS  !  alas !  divided  is  the  flock, 
"  This  is  the  way  the  Master  went,"  they  say, 

And  sect  taunts  sect. 
And  so  it  is  some  sheep  they  go  astray, 
And  waver,  knowing  not  the  path  to  tread, 

They  glide,  they  glide. 

And  with  the  tide  they  float  and  care  not  where, 
And  think  the  while  that  chance  may  bring  to  them 

The  path  He  made ; 

That  while  they  stray  along  the  world's  highway, 
They  e'en  may  find  some  path  more  clear  to  them 

Than  Churches  teach. 

They  take  the  chance  of  either  loss  or  gain 
Upon  the  path  which  best  doth  seem  to  them. 

Why  should  they  not? 
Is  not  their  way  as  good  as  that  of  sect, 
Although  disputed  it  may  often  be 

By  fellow  men  ? 

Life's  race  gets  run,  to  each  one  comes  that  end, 
Although  'tis  run  by  most  divergent  roads, 

The  goal's  the  same. 

How  dares  one  say,  "  This  is  the  only  way," 
And  spurn  and  scorn  the  way  another  treads: 

Who  knows  he's  wrong? 


64          Voices  from  the  Hzlls,  Brooks,  and  Woodlands. 


Who  knows  for  sure  theirs  is  the  way  alone 
Which  leads  to  that  eternal  home  of  rest — 

The  Christian's  goal? 
Environment  may  leave  one  road  alone 
By  which  we  see  a  way  to  better  things. 

'Tis  ours  to  tread, 

To  traverse  on  until  the  end  shall  prove 
In -verity  the  road  by  which  we  came 

Did  lead  to  God. 

Take  your  own  road,  travel  it  joyfully, 
With  heart  attuned  for  fullest  joys  to  come, 

When  travelling's  done. 

What  matters  it  the  choice  of  route  one  takes, 
Or  should  he  even  through  a  bypath  reach 

His  home  at  last. 


GOD    SAVE    THE    KING. 

GOD  save  the  King !     How  strange 
And  yet,  alas !  'tis  true, 
Our  Queen  is  dead,  and  we 
Breathe  in  our  loyalty 
God  save  the  King. 

God  save  the  King!  the  cry 
Uttered  in  loyalty 
Rises  through  tears :  we  weep, 
And  oh !  'tis  hard  to  sing 
God  save  the  King. 

God  save  the  King!  so  soon 
We  needs  must  rise  above 
Sorrow  and  tears  ;    so  soon 
The   acclamations  ring, 
God  save  the  King. 

We  weep  the  while  we  pray, 
For  oh  !  our  hearts  are  yet 
In  deep  sadness  mourning, 
But  through  our  tears  we  hail 
Her  son,  our  King. 
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Hers  now  the  crown  of  crowns, 
Hers  now  a  higher  reign. 
Far,  far  from  war's  alarms, 
She  wears  her  laurels  in 
Peace,  perfect  peace. 

God  save  the  King:  for  her 
We  raise  our  grief  above, 
Open  our  hearts  in  love, 
And  cry  with  one  accord, 
God  save  the  King. 

God  save  the  King !  we'll  shout 
Until  the  echoes  ring, 
Until  remotest  space 
Flings  us  the  answer  back, 
God  save  the  King. 

God  save  the  King,  and  may 
Teal's  in  their  onward  flow 
Gives  graces  day  by  day, 
While  we  unceasing  pray, 
God  save  the  King. 


THE    SUMMER'S    EVENTIDE. 

BEAUTY  glows  upon  the  landscape, 
Glows  in  golden,  ruddy  splendour, 
Glows  again   with  richest  colour ; 
And  the  sunrays  chastely  mingle, 
Mingle  'mongst  the  ruddy  splendour 
Of  the  eventide  of  summer. 
And  the  forest  and  the  hedgerow, 
Tinged  and  splashed  with  scarlet  colour 
And  with   fading  green  and  yellow, 
And  with  berries  ripe  and  glinting, 
Berries  black  and   red  and  mellow ; 
All  commingling,   laurels  wreathing 
For  the  brow  of  fading  summer. 
Winsome  autumn   brightly  tinted, 
Tis  a  beauteous  scene  of  splendour ; 
Who  can  tell  its  depth  of  glory  ? 
Not  with  artist's  brush  and  palette, 
Not  with  eloquence  coherent, 
Could  such  colour  be  depicted, 
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Could  such  winsome  scene   be  painted. 

There  is  only  Mother  Nature 

Who  could  paint  so  rich  a  picture, 

Who  could  make  such  bleiidings  perfect, 

\Vho  could  make  it  void  of  defect. 

Glorious  rays  of  sunshine  golden 

Glows  upon  the  gilded  woodland, 

Glows  upon  the  hill  and  valley, 

Tints  the  water  in  the  river, 

Till  the  waves  upon  the  water 

Are  aglow  with  depths  of  glory, 

Are  aglow   with  borrowed  colour. 

And  the  ling'ring  autumn  songster 

Sings  in  happy  love  and  wonder, 

Sings  'mongst  gleams  of  golden  sunlight 

O'er  the  scene  of  ruddy  splendour, 

Sings  until  its  notes  re-echo 

Through  the  woods  and  o'er  the  meadow, 

Sings  in  yearning  notes  and  tender, 

Sings  in  mingled  love  and  sorrow, 

Sings  its  last  good-bye  to  summer. 

For  the  berries  fast  are  falling 

One  by  one  from  off  the  hedges, 

Breaking  up  the  juicy  festoons, 

Thinning  out  the  mellow   clusters, 

Falling  into  nooks  and  crannies 

In  the   updergrowth  of   ditches, 

Soon  the  brown  leaves  they  will  cover 

Food  for  wild  things  in  the  winter; 

Soon  will  autumn  lose  its  glory, 

Wintry  winds  will  rend  its  mantle, 

Heedless  of  its  many  beauties, 

Blow  its  garlands  into  tatters. 

Soon   where  waved  the  golden   cornfield. 

Soon  where  thrived  the  purple  clover 

There  will  be  but  weeds  and  stubble. 

There  will  be  the  ploughman's  furrow 

And  the  ciying  of  the  plover. 

Then  upon  the  glowing   hill-side, 

Where  the  gorso  and  broom  and  heather, 

Where  the  brambles  and  the  blue-bells 

Grew  so  plentiful  together, 

There  will  be  a  desert  dreary. 

Wind  swept  and  all  void  of  colour. 

Gloomy  cloud  will  blur  its  glory. 

Cast  a  mantle  grey  upon  it, 

Soon   o'ercover  its  enchantment. 

Soon,  too  soon,  this  beauteous  picture. 

Losing  fast  each  vivid  lustre, 

Will  be  passing  from  our  vision, 
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Passing  into  sombre  winter. 
Then  110  soft  winds  of  the  evening 
Nor  the  fragrance  of  the  flower 
Nor  secluded  nook  at  twilight 
Nor  the  pleasures  of  the  wayside 
Will  entice  the  wooing  lover. 
Lanes  will  be  all  drear  and  lonely, 
Draped  in  solemn  mournful  garments, 
Burdened  with  foreboding  shadow. 
In  the  erie  swaying  tree-tops 
Northern  winds  will  blow  unkindly, 
There'll  be  wintry  winds  a  sighing 
Sad  as  though  in  deepest  mourning. 
But  remaining  in  remembrance 
Clearly  stamped  on  memory's  mirror 
Are  the  beauteous  scenes  of  autumn; 
Stamped  so  that  the  coming  winter 
Shall  not  be  devoid  of  glamour. 
Like  the  fragrance  of  a  flower 
Coming  to  us  from  a  distance, 
Like  the  echoes  from  a  songster 
Singing  in  a  distant  woodland : 
It  may  be  as  sweet  or  sweeter, 
It  may  be  as  dear  or  dearer, 
It  can  like  some  sun-rays  glitter, 
Shine  along  the  hours  of  winter, 
Like  the  kindnesses  of  manhood 
Shining  on  in  the  hereafter. 


NATURE'S    REVELRY. 

HIE  away,  oh,  hie  away,  gloomy  skies  of  iron  grey, 
Changing  clouds   of  sombre  hue  to  the  skies  of  white 

and  blue. 
Disappeared  the  black  and  sedge,  emeralds  green  bedeck 

the  hedge, 
'Tis  the  coming  of  the  spring.        Hark !   the  birds  are 

carolling, 
Mists  which    shrouded   yonder   hill,    rising   up  and  up 

until 
Visibly  they   slowly   fade,   nymph-like,   from  the   forest 

glade. 
Gone   the    mantle    from    the    hill,    mossy    sward,    and 

laughing  rill, 
Stretch  a  picture  fair  to  see,  nature  in  her  revelry. 
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Glittering  Sol's   warm    ruddy   rays  shoot  their   beams 

through  tangled  maze, 

Gladly  there  the  beams  are  met  by  the  opening  violet ; 
Flitting  thence  across  the  lawn,  'neath  the  hedgerow 

to  adorn, 
'Mongst  the  mosses  here  and  there,  with  the  primrose 

sweet  and  fair. 
Round  the    garden  then    at    will,  glowed    on    nodding 

daffodil, 
Then  where  snowdrop  droops  its  head  o'er  the  naked 

garden  bed ; 

Then  a  moment  focuses  brightly  coloured  crocuses, 
Thus  as  with  a  magic  wand  changing  earth  to  fairyland. 
Then  the  soft  warm  southern  breeze  whispered  to  the 

naked  trees, 
"  Spring  is  weaving  garlands  green  in  the  forests  where 

we've  been ; 

Soon    she'll   come    with    lavish    hand    scattering   them 

across  the  land 
Till  your  brightnesses  shall   vie  with  the  glory    of  the 

sky." 
Echoes    ring  <iii   every    nook,   mystic   voices    from  the 

brook, 
Sparkling,  rippling,   silver  spray,  ever  singing  on  your 

way, 

Glinting  over  pebbles  flee  down  the  vale  in  joyous  glee, 
Ever  some  new  scene  to  woo,  making  music  as  you  go. 

Gleefully   the  throstle  sung  where   the   golden   catkins 

hung. 
Waking  up  the  sleeping  throng  just  to  join  him  in  his 

song.  ^ 

All  the  earth's  a  picture  fair,  joyous  music  fills  the  air, 
Hie  away,  and  still  away,  skies  (if  gloomy  iron  grey. 


THROUGH    THE    WOOD. 

WHY  do  the  winds  sigh  soberly,  sadly  ? 
Why  are  they  moaning  fitfully,  fearfully, 
High  o'er  the  tree-tops,  far  into  density? 
What  mystic  rustling  down  'mongst  the  dead  leaves, 
Dirges  of  meanings  and  chantings  of  requiems, 
Far  in  the  undergrowth's  tangles  of  drapery  ! 
Down  in  the  pathwav.  seeming  immovable. 
Shapes  all  uncountable,  figures  unnumbered. 
Stand  in  their  magnitude  eerie  and  shadowy. 
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Why  doth  the  foot  fall  always  so  warily  ? 

Why  doth  the  heart  quail  'mongst  the  uncertainty? 

Soon  gleams  the  setting  sun,  through  the  trees  flickering 

Shadows  they  flee  away,  bright  is  the  path  ; 

Now  in  the  pleasant  glen  beateth  the  heart  again. 

Lightly,  uncumbered. 
Should  then  the  shadows  come, 
Should  thy  heart  fail  thee, 
Bravely  walk  onward,  light  cometh  soon, 
Had  you  but  understood, 
Things  whispered  in  the  wood, 
"Fpward  and  onward." 


YE    DID    IT    UNTO    ME. 

A  Church  clergyman  recently  refused  burial  rights 
to  a  Nonconformist ' s  child. 

THOU  heartless  man,  thou  foolish  soul,  go  pray ! 

No !  not  for  the  flock  thou  would'st  have  follow  thee, 

Pray  for  thyself  alone ! 

Pray  to  the  Christ  who  loved  the  children,  so 
That  in  his  mei-cy  he  may  spare  His  blow : 

Tell  Him  thou  would'st  atone. 
May  be  in  pity  He  may  you  forgive, 
May  give  the  mercy  thou  hast  never  given: 

Yet  we  must  reap  the  sown. 

Think'st  thou  wert  guileless,  heartless,   foolish  man 
Fit  to  give  judgments  God  has  never  given, 

Even  to  ci-eature  man. 

flow  could  you  think?     How  could  you  dare  to  say? 
"  This  casket  of  a  liberated  soul 

Was  worse  than  other  clay : 
Was  all  unfit  to  take  its  final  rest  * 
Within  the  space  thy  chosen  Church  had  blest ; 

Had  blest  with  empty  words." 

May  God  forgive  your  monstrous  tyranny ! 

A  man  accredited  to  be  a  priest  yet  inhumane, 

A  worshipper  of  Creed. 
Take  then  thy  feet  from  off  this  "  Holy  ground," 

For  if  'tis  Holy,  'tis  too  good  for  thee 

After  such  monstrous  deed. 
Is  it  not  writ  ?      "  That  insomuch  as  ye 
Have  done  it  unto  theso  the  least  of  Mine 

Ye  did  it  unto  Me!" 


Voices  from  the  Hills,  Brooks,  and  Woodlands. 


"What  will  them  say?  when  thy  last  mile-stone's  past, 
Thy  embryo  spirit  take  its  flight  away 

Thy  body  turns  to  clay, 
What  will  thou  say  if  that  child's  spirit  form 

Kneels  at  the  footstool  of  her  Father  there 

Her  Father  and  her  God  ? 

Where  wilt  thou  hide  thy  face?  Where  wilt  thou  flee? 
For  surely  thy  conscience  ever  shall  be 

Truly  thy  chastening  rod. 


"THERE  SHALL  BE  PEACE  ON  EARTH." 

ONE  night  I  dreamed  and  heard  a  mighty  din,  and  saw 
Where  many  mangled  beings  wallowed  in  their  gore ; 
Before  my  gaze  was  spread  the  blood-soaked  battle-field. 

When  from  the  firmament  there  rang 

Sweetly  a  clear  commanding  song, 
"Thus  by  the  stern  command  of  One  Great  General, 
There  shall  be  peace  on  earth,  there  shall  be  peace  on 
earth, 

Good  will,  good  will  to  men." 

Ceased   now  the    strife  and    din,   the  soldiers    seemed 

amazed, 

Erect  and  white  with  awe,  they  stood  aghast  and  gaaed. 
Out   from  the   chaos   of  the   heavens  brightly  a  vision 

shone, 

With  scroll  unrolled  in  hand,  and  sang 
With  pathos  in  his  voice  and  mien, 
"  Thus  by  the  stern  command  of  One  Great  General, 
There  shall  be  peace  on  earth,  there  shall  be  peace  on 

earth  2 
Good  will,  good  will  to  men." 

Ceased  now  the  song  and   reigned   a  silence  that  was 

felt, 
Then   came  in    wailing  notes,    across  the    bloodstained 

veldt, 

Cries  from  the  sorrowing  widow  and  the  orphan  child ; 
Enough  !  each  soldier  dropped  his  sword. 
The  vengeance  of  his  aspect  thawed, 
Each  lifted  up  his  voice  and  with  the  vision  sang : 
"There  shall  be  peace  on  earth,  there  shall  be  peace  on 

earth, 
Good  will,  good  will  to  men." 
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Borne   on  the    winds    the    song  thundered   the   whole 

world  o'er, 

Shaking  the  monarch's  throne  on  every  distant  shore ; 
No  alien  now  was  found,  each  soul  joined  in  the  song, 

Blending,   one  great   harmonious  strain, 

O'er  the  whole  universe  now  rang; 
"  Thus  by  the  stem  command  of  One  Great  General, 
There  shall  be  peace  on  earth,  there  shall  be  peace  on 
earth, 

Good  will,  good  will  to  men." 


THE    TRIUMPH    OF    FAITH. 

THE  wild  black  clouds  of  coming  night 

In  billowy  masses  float  along; 

Weirdly  the  winds,  now  soft,  now  strong. 

Their  dirges  sing  the  trees  among, 

In  tones  like  mighty  waterfalls, 

Behind  the  massive  cloudy  walls. 

And  oh  I  sigh  for  summer  lays, 

The  olden  times  of  youthful  days. 


Where  are  the  flow'rs  that  used  to  grow- 
On  every  bank  and  every  bough  ? 
And  oh  my  heart  has  waited  long 
To  drink  again  the  joyous  song, 
The  song  which  filled  the  perfumed  glen 
And  overflowed  and  rang  again ; 
That  told  me  time  would  surely  bring 
A  season  of  unmeasured  spring. 


And  now  but  winter  gloom  and  cloud 

Hang  o'er  the  scene  a  clinging  shroud, 

A  cloud  that  muffles  all  the  light, 

And  makes  my  pathway  utter  night. 

Oh  come  thou  faith  of  long  ago, 

Come  whisper  to  me  sweet  and  low, 

Come  guide  me  through  this  thickening  gloom, 

Oh  come  and  gently  lead  me  home. 
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The  clouds  disperse — a  fleeting  wraith  : 
Stands  by  me  now  the  form  of  Faith. 
Oh  human  heart !  why  will  ye  doubt, 
For  soon  the  darkness  fadeth  out. 
See !  see !  how  moveth  now  the  screen 
Which  hid  the  way  my  Faith  had  seen. 
Ah  !  death  is  but  the   last   low  crest 
Of  billows  wild  that  round  me  press' d : 
Throagh  the  eyes  of  Faith  I  can  see  the  shore 
Of  the  mystic  land  of  the  evemiore. 


BY    THE    PEOPLE'S    WILL. 

THE  gloom  of  night  again  appears 

Darker  and  darker  grows 

Would  that  its  denseness  still  might  grow 

And  bury  me  with  my  woes. 

But  I  know,  I  know,  that  the  night  will  pass, 

Sunshine  again  will  glow, 

Friend  greet  friend  as  they  pass  my  door 

Mocking  me,  mocking  me,  as  they  go. 

Hours  flow  on,  but  I  do  not  sleep, 

Visions  surround  my  bed, 

Ghastly  visions  a  vigil  keep 

A  terrible  fire  burns  my  head. 

I  could  have  hoped  that  he  might  have  lived 

Though  bound  by  an  iron  chain, 

Could  have  hoped  that  I  never  should  live  to  know 

My  love  was  a  love  so  vain. 

Ah,  how  we  loved  in  those  days  gone  by ! 
And  I  love,  oh,  I  love  him  still, 
E'en  though  he  lies  in  a  murderer's  cell, 
Or  dies  by  the  People's  will. 
'Twas  not  he  did  the  cruel  deed, 
'Twas  the  murderous  drink  within; 
'Twas  held  to  him  by  a.  Nation's  hand 
Half  was  the  People's  sin. 

Give  judgment  then  in  the  name  of  God 
Thus  MTrite  on  his  coffin  lid, 
"This  man  he  died  for  a  cruel  crime 
Which  laws  of  a  Nation  did." 
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And  I,  his  wife,  with  my  doom  writ  clear, 

Tell  me  what  I  have  done, 

That  I  should  die  of  a  broken  heart 

Ere  half  of  my  years  have  run  ? 

Should  not  a  People's  hands  be  clean — 

Clean  of  a  Nation's  guilt, 

Ere  they  sit  on  a  judgment  seat 

When  a  brother's  blood  be  spilt; 

Is  it  a  righteous  power  which  takes 

A  vengeance  that's  not  its  own? 

Is  it  an  axiom  sane  and  pure 

That  death  can  for  death  atone? 

Away,  away,  with  a  thought  so'  crude, 

Let  not  a  blood-red  stain, 

Hideous  mark  our  justice  seat 

Deep  with  the  mark  of  Cain. 

Let  Mercy  reign  on  the  judgment  throne 

Let's  tread  in  an  upward  path 

Nor  cry  for  a  vengeance  here  and  now 

'Twill  come  at  the  after-math. 


THE    STORM. 

How  the  horizon  frowns, 

Hiding  the  sunshine  'neath  a  dense  black  cloud. 

Yet  gleams  a  sparkling  ray  like  lurid  fire 

Betwixt  the  mountain  clouds, 

Heaped  up  and  piled  in  threatening  attitudes. 

The  earth  in  silent  awe  doth  hardly  dare  to  breathe, 

But  now  reverberates  a  distant   peal, 

A  rumbling  as  of  some  uncanny  wheels 

Rolling  along  the  clouds, 

And  then  the  whole  earth  sighs 

A  long,  a   deep  drawn  sigh,  as  though 

Relieved  because  the  blow  had  come. 

A  vivid  flash   rends  the  thick  veil, 

And  with  a  mighty  roar  shaking  the  firmament, 

The  storm  asunder  bursts  and  chaos  reigns, 

Vivid  flashes  cutting  then-  rugged  path 

Burst  up  the  mountain  piles, 

A  drop,  another  on  its  heels, 

And  then  the  torrent,  fierce  and  unrestrained, 

\Vreaketh  its  vengeance  on  earth's  tender  things. 
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How  marvellous  it  seems !  Like  nature  run  amuck 

And  in  a  vicious  mood, 

Without  restraint  arid  with  no  hand  to  soothe. 

The  tender  flowers  lie  low,  bruised  and  torn 

A  thousand  tarnished  petals  strew  the  ground, 

And  bushes,  now  so  nearly  nude 

They  droop  their  branches  as  in  sorrow  for 

Their  loved  and  lost — 

They  weep  great  tears  for  beauty  smitten  so. 

Yet  unrelenting  elements  still  vie  in  cruelty, 

Sweeping  in  jerky  spasms  across  the  garden  bed 

As  though,  determined  all  shall  own  their  sway 

And  in  obedience  bow :  they  know  no  sanctity. 

Flash  upon  flash,  peal  upon  peal, 

Until  at  last,  with  still  more  vivid  flash 

And  mightier  peal,  its  strength   ebbs  out, 

And  with  low  growls  the  clouds  they  roll  away, 

And  still  receding,  find  the  distance  dim. 

The  sun  again  appears, 

And  with  a.  million  added  brilliances 

Illuminates  the  devastated  scene, 

And  then  proceeds  writh  sparkling  rays 

To  kiss  the  drooping  flowers, 

Picking  the  living  from  the  debris  heap, 

And  finding  many  leap  to  life  again, 

Purged  by  the  buffeting. 


A    DISCORD. 

As  is  my  wont,  one  morn  I  strolled  away 

To  list  to  Nature's  own  sweet  symphony ; 

To  hear  her  waking  song,  and  stay  awhile 

Courting  the  breathings  of  her  minstrelsy ; 

To  catch  the  calming  influence  she  doles 

To  those  whose  feet  take  pleasure  in  her  ways. 

My  footsteps  strayed  to  where  the  fragrant  flowers 

In  myriad  f orms  bedecked  her  beauty  bowers ; 

To  where  emblazoned  o'er  the  whole  landscape 

Were  pictures  sweet,  vieing  in  purity. 

And  songs,  sweet  songs  of  joy,  were  trilled  and  trilled, 

Till  all  the  air  was  blended  harmony. 

Even  the  tree-leaves  shimmering  seemed  to  sigh, 

And  speak  of  peace  and  earthly  sanctity. 

And  vet,  and  yet  one  discord  marred  the  scene, 

One  baneful  note,  and  that  the  voice  of  man. 

Oli !  mother  Xature,  will  it  alwavs  be 
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That  thou  must  suffer  such  unsanctity? 

That  foulest  oaths  and  even  coarser  wit 

Must  smudge  for  aye  thy  virgin  purity  ? 

Could  it  not  be  that  thou  could'st  weave  and  spread 

Some  mantle  screen  upon  thy  flower  bed  ? 

Could  it  not  be  that  thou  could'st  fill  the  air, 

And  stifle  these,  man's  coarse  discordant  notes, 

Muffle  them  with  thine  own  pure  notes  of  joy? 

Alas !  alas !  that  it  should  even  be 

Mankind  alone  to  smudge  thy  purity. 


I    HEARD    THEM    CAROLLING. 

;  GOOD  will  to  men:"  this  was  the  strain  they  sang; 
And  yet,  and  yet  in  deadly  hate 
We  seek  and  watch  the  chance  wherein 
To  deal  the  death-blow  to  a  brother  man ! 
Is  this  good  will,  "  good  will  to  men?" 

Of  "Peace  on  earth:"  this  was  the  song  they  sang. 
I  hear  the  battle's  screech  and  roar, 
And  see  the  gaps  the  seething  missiles  cut 

Across  the  ranks  of  those  we  call  our  foes. 

What  mockery  to  sing  of  "Peace  on  earth." 

I  hear  the  song  upon  the  chill  night  air, 
The  while  a  thousand  discords  mar : 
'Tis  mocked  by  echoing  cannon's  roar, 

By  moans  of  pain  and  bitter  tears  a-flowing, 
By  brutish  deeds  and  broken  hearts. 

I  will  not  listen  to  your  song  of  peace: 
The  bugle  sounds  the  call  to  arms, 
And  far  across  the  land  and  sea 

The  war  sounds  mingle  with  your  songs  of  joy. 
Oh  !  I  would  fain  you  had  not  sung. 


'Twere  better  far  you  had  not  sung  at  all, 

The  strains  were  mocked,  your  song  made  void 
By  lusts  of  war  and  curse  of  men, 

Who  shrieked  in  strenuous  notes  your  perfidy. 
You  lied  :  there  is  not  "  Peace  on  earth." 
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OF    WORK    AWEARY. 


OH  for  the  fields,  the  woods  and  lanes, 
Away  and  away  to  break  these  chains 

That   bind  to  these  dusty  ways. 
To  throw  me  down  by  the  fragrant  shades 
Of  the  wooded  hills  or  the  forest  glades, 

To  list  to  the  wild  birds'  lays. 


Oh  for  the  vales  where  the  blue-bells  grow, 
The  dell's  bright  glint  and  the  sweetbriar's  glow, 

And  the  lark's  sweet  soaring  song. 
Away,   away,  from  this  glare  and  din, 
To  stay  by  the  shade  that  the  brook  runs  in, 

On  its  happy  course  along. 


Oh  there's  a  nook  where  I  long  to  be: 
In  distance  dim  there's  a   blue-grey  sea 

I  loiig  to  be  sailing  on. 

But  oh,  these  chains  hold  hands  and  brains, 
And  they  link  my  feet  to  these  gilded  drains. 

Till  the  music  all  is  gone. 


Stern  duty  grim,  it  holds  me  here 

Till  my  song  is  gone  and  I'm  out  of  gear, 

And  this  life's  near  lost  its  glow. 
Mv  cry  shall  ring  till  the  valleys  hear. 
Till  the  fields  and  woods  I  love  so  dear 

Will  call  me,   and  I  shall  go. 


Ah  then,  ah  then,  with  no  regret. 
I  will  away  and  I'll  just  forget 

Old  Work  and  his  hum-drum  ways. 
To  the  sunlit  bow'rs  all  decked  with  flow'rs 
I'll  hie  me  away  for  the  happy  hours, 
As  fleets  mv  holiday. 
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SUMMER'S    HAPPY    SONG. 

IN  the    sunshine  and  the    shade,  through    the    forest, 

glen,  and  glade, 

There  is  laughter  rippling  'inougst  the  leafy  trees ; 
All  around  is  gleesome  mirth,    in  the  air  and  in   the 

earth, 

There  are  choruses  of  happy,  joyful  song. 
In   the   humming   of   the  beep,    in  th«(  gently    lisping 

breeze, 
Soft  caressing  zephyrs  waft  the  music  on. 

On  the  hillside  far  a.way,  in  the  purple  heather  spray, 

Where  the  bracken  and  the  blue-bell  whisper  low, 
There  are   echoes   soft   and  sweet,    whispering   in    the 

wind,  to  greet 

The  brooklet  gliding  from  the  wooded  dell. 
On  its  glittering  surface  clear  float  the  notes  of  happy 

cheer 
To  the  willow  that  is  weeping  further  on. 

Little   brooklet,   on  your  way,    chant   aloud  the  joyful 

lay, 

Let  it  ring  across  the  meadows  to  the  town, 
Till  the   features   set  and    stern    all  your  joyful    music 

learn, 

Till  they  all  take  up  the  chorus  of  your  song, 
And  the  men  now  worried  gaunt  shall  cry  out  to  care 

••  A  vaunt, 
We'll  be  happy,  really  happy  while  we  may." 

Laughing  echoes  blithe  and  gay,   driving  all  dull  care 

away, 

Stay  not  in  the  pleasant  flowery  woodland  dell, 
Come  to  noisy,   dusty  town,  where  the  gloomy   build- 
ings frown 

On  the  pigmy  heads  and  hands  that  piled  them  there. 
Let    the    mellowing    meadow     mead   quick    dispel    the 

grasping  greed, 
And  diffuse  to  every  heart  the  summer  song. 

In  the  meadow  lane,  or  street,   let  the  selfsame  song 

repeat 

Its  gladness  to  the  man,  the  bird,  or  flower; 
Wherever  trouble  be,  let  the  notes  so  clear  and  free 

Disperse  the  gloom  of  winter  far  away. 
To  the  brightly  shining  skies  let  the  one  huge  anthem 

rise 
That  'tis  summer,  happy  summer,  all  day  long. 
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COME    TO    THE    FIELDS. 

COME  out,  ye  musty  book-worms,  from  your  dusty  dens 
And  learn  some  lessons  from  earth's  picture-book. 
Come   out   and    read    what  nature    writes  in    language 

definite. 

Come  out  and  stroll  where  tinkling  water-brooks 
Sing  on  and  ever  on  in  happy  ecstasy. 
Yes,  come  and  breathe  a  new  sweet  life, 
Where  all  around  is  glad  and  fair  and  pure : 
There  is  no  need  to  delve  and  dive  in  laws  men  wrote. 
Come  out   and   learn  from  nature's   harmonies 
The  world  is  good,  is  grand  and  beautiful  : 
That  life  was  given  that  we  might  live  to  love, 
And  shed  a  happy  fragrance  where  Ave  live. 
Come,  cool  your  brow  amongst  the  soft  spring  winds. 
Come  out  and  revel  where  the  sunlight  glows, 
Where  shadow  clouds  flit  over  field  and  glen, 
Away,  away,  amid  the  maze  of  budding  spring. 
Come  out,  and  let  the  mists  and  cobwebs  of  uncertain- 
ties 

Be  blown  away  :    come,  be  caressed  and  kissed, 
Come  and  let  nature  sing  to  you  and  soothe  ; 

Yes,  come  and  revel  in  its  happiness. 

'Twould  do  you  good  to  be  a  child  again, 

Make  daisy  chains  and  play  with  buttercups ; 

To  roll  adown  the  meadow  slope  and  romp, 

E'en  as  you  did  in  olden  schoolboy  days. 

This  is  the  life  to  live!  to  hear  the  happy  warbling  of 
the  birds, 

To  pluck  the  violet   sweet   and  primrose  pale  from   off 
the  mossy  bank, 

To  revel  for  a  happy  hour  where  sunlight   glints  upon 
the  verdure  green. 

There  is  no  room  for  pessimistic  doubt, 

'Tis  plainly  written  'cross  the  landscape's  brow, 

And  surely  proven  that  this  earth  was  formed, 

That  while  we  laboured  we  might  also  love. 

Come  out  and  see,  and  once  for  all  believe 

The  world  is  good  and  all  its  law  is  love. 
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THE    POET. 

No  learned  scholar  of  a  truth, 

Only  a  simple,  dreaming  youth. 

But  lo !  his  features  clear  defined, 

And  mirrored  motives  of  his  mind, 

One  plainly  saw  upon  his  face 

Some  measure  of  his  inward  grace. 

For  though  to-day  the  sky  is  gray, 

And  shadows  fall  across  his  way, 

He  walked  and  smiled,  it  seemed,  he  knew 

The  skies  to-morrow  would  be  blue, 

That  threatening  storm-clouds,  as  they  glide, 

Were  bright  upon  the  other  side ; 

And  though  no  flowers  graced  his  path, 

His  heart  held  winter's  aftermath. 

His  great  desire  from  early  years 

To  soothe  the  griefs  and  dry  the  tears, 

To  attune  the  hearts  of  fellow  men, 

Thus  making  sad  ones  glad  again. 

Perhaps,  perchance,  his  scorn  to  speak, 

Should  stronger  men  oppose  the  weak. 

But  though  the  scorn  within  him  dwelt, 

He  could  not  utter  half  he  felt. 

The  brook  a  brook,  the  wind  was  wind, 

The  bee  like  others  of  its  kind; 

The  birds  were  birds,  the  trees  were  trees, 

Just  like  a  thousand  others  these. 

The  field,  the  hedge,  the  bank,  the  wood, 

Were  all  so  easy  understood 

That  foolish  'twere  to  stay  to  see 

If  there  were  buds  upon  the  tree ; 

To  hear  the  birds'  blithe,  happy  song 

Resound  the  mystic  woods  among; 

To  stoop,  and  by  the  rural  path 

Drink  in  the  loveliness  it  hath  ; 

To  lift  a  lifeless  winter's  leaf, 

And  see  the  beauties  underneath. 

'Twas  thus  the  Poet  saw  that  men 

Looked  on  these  things,  so  took  his  pen 

And  deftly  sketched  the  thing  or  place 

With  phrases  apt  and  rhythmic  grace, 

Till  every  tree  the  way  along 

Rejoiced  .and  sang  the  Poet's  song, 

Till  now,  as  e'en  the  shadows  flit, 

One  sees  the  glow  at  back  of  it. 

He  traced  the  laughing,  rippling  brook. 

Through  verdant  field  and  fragrant  nook, 

Till,   fancv   fraught,  the  silent  glen 

Took  up  the  song  and  sang  again. 
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Until  it  seemed  its  fragrance  sweet 
Came  wafting  down  the  city  street, 
And  where  the  weary  workers  sit, 
Their  spinning-wheels  re-echoed  it, 
And  in  the  murky  city  air 
It  seemed  the  larks  were  singing  there, 
Till  fancy  pictured  banks  aglow 
Around  the  homes  of  long  ago. 
The  iron  grip  that  held  the  slave 
Was  shattered  by  the  tidal  wave, 
Hearts  long  immured  in  self  alone 
Saw  other  rights  beside  their  own. 
An  influence  sweet  from  Mother  Earth 
Sprang  up  again  in  second  birth. 
And  like  the  season  of  the  spring, 
With  plenteousness  of  flowering, 
A  thousand  graces  sprang  anew 
To  glorify  the  human  view. 
A  wider  scope,   a   duty   vast, 
O'ercovered  now  the  gloomy  past, 
Across  the  future's  widening  way 
The  shadows  still  might  often  play  ; 
But  ling'ring  in  the  hearts  of  men 
His  song  abides  to  rise  again, 
To  rise,  and  when  the  skies  are  gray 
Repeat  those  songs  of  yesterday.. 


FOR    BRITAIN'S    GLORY. 


IN  memory  flits  across  my  view, 

A  happy  home  at   eventide, 

Where  child's  light  prattle  fills  the  room, 

As  nestling  at  her  fathers  side 

She  asks  him  where  he's  been  to-day 

But  does  not  give  him  time  to  say. 


Oh  happy  days !  oh  happy  home ! 
Where  hearts  were  glad  and  life  was  love 
Why  should  the  cruel  shadows  come, 
Hanging  a  nail  of  gloom  above. 
Tearing  the  father  from  the  home 
To  England's  war  across  the  foam  ? 
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"Oh  mamma,  where  is  daddy  gone? 
I  wish  he  would  come  home  again : 
When  will  he  come?  why  does  he  stay? 
These  questions  oft  are  asked  in  vain  : 
For  mamma  cannot  speak  her  fears 
But  through  the  medium  of  tears. 

Oh !  stricken  home  where  father's  smiles 
No  more  are  seen,  no  daddy's  voice 
Greets  those  within  with  words  of   cheer ; 
No  more  you'll  see ;   no  more  rejoice ; 
A  message  comes  across  the  main 
That  daddy  won't  come  home  again. 

See  kneeling  now  in  daddy's  chair 
A  childish  form,  with  features  wan : 
She  prays,  "  O  God,  may  I  not  go 
Where  mamma  says  my  daddy's  gone?" 
Oh !  Britain,  through  your  glory  see 
Where  falls  its  bitter  irony. 

May  some  good  guardian  angel  come 
To  soothe  the  widow's  grief  and  tears ; 
Soon  grant  the  little  child's  request, 
Thou  Father  who  for  ever  hears; 
This  drooping  flower  take  home  to  rest 
In  arms  beloved,  on  daddy's  breast. 


UNCONSECRATED    GROUND. 

FAIN  would  I  know  the  spot 
To  which  these  terms  apply, 
How  came  about  so  foul  a  blot 

Tpon  this  bright,   clear  earth, 
Beneath  so  fair  a  sky. 

How  dare  a  man  blaspheme, 
A  pigmy  mortal  man? 
How  dare  dilate  on  such  a  theme 

When  he  must  know  'tis  false? 
Ne'er  was  there  such  a  ban. 

'Twas  consecrated   when 
This  whole  fail-  earth  was  born, 
Made  beautiful  and  given  to  men. 
Who  can  point  out  the  spot 
God's  work  does  not    adorn  ? 
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Who  can  point  out  to  me 
Where  sun  nor  moon  e'er  shine? 
What  man  could,  reaching  down  a  key, 
Ope  up  some  spot  and  say 
This  ground  is  not  divine? 

Tell  me  of  such  a  spot, 
Show  me  that  I  may  go : 
There  cannot  be  so  foul  a  blot, 
"  A  God  deserted  place, 
A  spot  God  does  not  know." 

Tell  me,  is  there  a  place 
Where  heaven-born  breezes  die  ? 
Upon  this  earth,  with  such  fair  face, 
Is  there  a  spot  devoid 
Of  love,  or  grief,  or  sigh  ? 

Where  goodness  is  debarred, 
Where  virtue  is  extinct, 
Where  love  is  absent,  hearts  so  hard 
That  they  can  never  feel, 
Affection  is  ne'er  linked. 

Where  birds  ne'er  sweetly  sing. 
Soft  breezes  never  blow ; 
Where  echoes  of  the  bells  that  ring 
Ne'er  reach  and  break  the  void 
Oe'r  a   dark  plot   of  woe. 

Tell  me  of  such  a  spot, 
And  then  I'll  own  you've  found 
Upon   God's  handiwork  a   blot : 
The  garden  gate  of  hell, 
Unconsecrated  ground. 


UNFORGOTTEN. 

AN   ODE   TO   THE   WILD   VIOLET. 

CHILL  the  wild  March  winds  are  blowing 

Hedgerows  yet  are  all  but  bare. 
But  beneath  the  hedgerow  bottom 

Blooms  the  violet   sweet   and  fair. 
The  primrose  pale  may  sweetly  glow 

May  bud  and  bloom  and  die  and  go, 
But   who  could  know  and  then   forget 

The  sweetly  fragrant  violet. 
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Still  the  wintry  frosts  are  lingering, 
Keen  and  cold  the  morning  air, 

Lurking  in  the  sheltered  woodland 
Sweetest  flower  thou  art  there. 

Other  flowers  in  bloom  may  vie 
Lending  plea;sure  to  the  eye ; 

Thou  dost  play  the  better  part, 
"Giving  fragrance  to  the  heart." 

E'en  while  still  mid  storms  are  raging 

While  the  skies  are  dull  and  grey 
Fragrance  sweet  and  floral  beauty 

Fill  the  violet  haunted  way. 
In  the  distant  lonely  meadow  ; 

Ere  the  sun  disperses  shadow  ; 
Bloometh  in  its  hidden  bower 

This,  the  unforgotten  flower. 

Brightly  now  the  sun  is  shining, 

Flowers  are  plentiful   and    gay ; 
'Cross  the  hill  and  dell  and  meadow 

Is  a  blossom  mantled  way ; 
But  the  violet  drops  its  head 

Softly  on  its  mossy  bed, 
In  life  the  other  flowers  may  vie, 

Thou  shall  unforgotten  die. 


THE    WANING    SUMMER'S    DREARINESS. 

SOME  time  ago  across  the  sky, 

While  fleecy  clouds  went  flitting  by, 

Across  the  meadows  checkered  way 

The  shadows  cool  were  wont  to  play 

Amongst  a  galaxy  of  flow'rs. 

Ah  yes!  they  used  to  stay  to  woo, 

To  gaily  kiss  and  slowly  go ; 

But  now  no  breezes  softly  blow 

To  check  the  fierce  and  burning  glow, 

Or  cool  the  fields  and  woodland  bower's. 

So  lavishly  had  nature  sowed, 

Each  field  was  gay,  flow'rs  decked  the  road 

They  sweetly  glowed  by  every  brook, 

They  gaily  painted  every   nook, 

And  summer  danced  in  gala  dress. 
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Ho\v  charmingly  the  thrushes  sang, 
Till  every  field  and  forest  rang 
With  music ;   summer's  blood  was  young, 
Her  heart  was  glad,  and  so  she  sang, 
And  sang  for  very   happiness. 

The  reaper  comes,  the  flowers  gay 
Are  reaped  with  the  farmer's  hay. 
Stay,  stay  your  hand,  good  reaper,  do, 
Leave  us  some  flowers,  just  a  few : 
The  scene  looks  bare  to  dreariness. 
The  swaying  grass  still   falls  to  die, 
The  fields  are  naked,  grey,  and  dry; 
The  dust  lies  thick  on  b_ank  and  bough, 
And  oh.  the  flowers  are  gone,  and  now 
The  world  grows  grey  with  weariness. 

The  bloom  has  gone,  the  fields  are  stripped, 

The  sun's  fierce  glare  the  scene  has  gripped : 

The  woods  and  dells  no  longer  ring, 

The  brook  runs  low,  she  cannot  sing; 

As  wont,  for  very  weariness. 

No  fleck  of  white  upon  the  blue 

Flits  as  of  yore  'twere  wont  to  do; 

The  maiden  blush  has  passed  a  way, 

And  oh,  the  blue  is  turning  grey: 

Alas!  the  scene  is  dreariness. 


A    SACRIFICE. 

ONE  night,  'mid  slumbers  broken, 

I  saw  a  vision  sad, 
My  dream  was  the  most  pathetic, 

The  saddest  I   ever  had  : 
For  I  heard  a  cry  on  the  still  night  air, 
A  cry  that  was  born  of  a  soul's  despair, 

Was   born  of  a  soul's  despair. 

I  saw  the  city's  lamp-lit   street, 

Where  trod  a  woman  fair ; 
She  hugged  to  her  breast   a  little  child, 

But  her  face  was  marred  with  care. 
And  I  heard  her  say  to  the  child  so  slight. 
"You  shall  go  to  your  Father,  child,  to-night, 

You  shall  go  to   him  up  there." 
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The  way-worn  wand'rer's  shattered  form 

Drew  near  to  the  waters  clear, 
One  moment  stood,  then  a  wild,  weird  cry 

Rang  out  on  the  still  night  air; 
Then  the  waters  closed  like  a  grim  black  pall, 
And  the  mother  slept  with  the  child — her  all, 

They  slept  together  there. 

Then  I  thought  I  saw  an  angel 

Hovering  the  water  o'er, 
Then  it  rose  again  to  the  heavenly  realms, 

And  a  child  aloft  it  bore. 
It  bore  it  aloft  like  some  gleaming  dove 
To  its  Father's  arms  in  that  home  of  love, 

To  be  for  ever  there. 

I  watched  the  twain  ascending, 

Watched  till  my  sight  grew  dim, 
Till  I  thought  I  heard  the  angel  host 

Singing  a  joyful  welcome  in  ; 
Then  the  child  was  safe  in  that  home  above, 
In  that  home  of  unmeasured,  ceaseless  love, 

That  home  of  unmeasured  love. 


A    MUSE, 

THE  mystic  twilight  deepens  into  night, 

And  erie  shades  fall  o'er  each  hill  and  glen ; 

The  night  gloom  creeps  across  the  lanes  and  fields, 

O'er  all  the  scene  a  shadowy  gloom  is  flung. 

High  o'er  the  gaunt  black  trees  the  clouds  they  roll, 

In   billowy  masses  cross  the  horizon, 

And    strange,  weird    sounds    pervade  the    wind-swept 

wood. 

Methinks  'tis  strange,  this  gloomy  pall  of  night, 
That  drops  in  silence  'twixt  eacli  passing  day, 
To  hide  this  busy  world  the  while  it  sleeps, 
And  hush  to  silence  all  the  clanging  things 
That  deafen  human  sensibilities. 
How  kindly  it  doth  lull  the  wearied  mind 
Away  from  harrowing  scenes  of  care  and  toil, 
To  rest  in  the  uncanny  world  of  sleep, 
Asking  nor  caring  what  this  sleep  may  bring. 
Conception  cannot  shape  a  thing  more  strange 
Than  this  the  world  is  pleased  to  call  our  sleep. 
The  daylight  dawns,  I  from  my  window  gaze, 
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And  lo !  the  garth  has  changed  its  gloomy  garb 

To  purest  white,  a  virgin  garment  clings 

About  its  form,  glowing  in  purity  ; 

And  what  was,  ere  I  slept,  a  gloomy  thing, 

Is  painted  bright  and  beautiful.     What  hand 

But  nature's  own  could  change  so  skilfully 

A  scene  of  murky  desolation  to 

This  scene  so  sweet  and  pure?     What  else  would  deigiv 

To  wield  an  artist's  brush  my  window  o'er, 

Leaving  such  graceful  tokens  of  its  art  ? 

"Tis  strange  indeed  that  nature  stoops  to  please 

By  little  kindnesses  we  pigmy  ones  ; 

And  yet  how  gracefully  she  drops  to  us 

Her  fair  and  beautiful  adorning  things, 

And  shows  us  how  the  blackest  gloom  may  change, 

How  robes  of  purity  may  cover  o'er  and  hide 

The  imperfections  wrought  by  life's  vicissitudes, 

Hide  them  the  while  some  better  things  may  grow, 

And-time  may  merge  them  into  life's  adornments. 

And  who  would  say  this  pure  white  robe  of  snow 

Is  not  an  emblem,  placed  for  us  to  see 

How  possible  it  is  that  we  may  gain 

A  robe  to  cover  o'er  the  life  besmudged, 

And  live  a  new  life,  clothed  in  purity. 


THE    TRAVELLER. 

HE  strode   along  the  footpath  bare, 
With  head  bowed  down  and  weary  gait 
He  saw  not,  neither  did  he  hear, 
But  moodily  did  meditate. 

The  path  he  walked  011  is  his  world, 
He  seeeth  not  the  fields  around  ; 
He  knoweth  not  a  wider  sphere, 
His  world  is  centred  on  the  ground. 

Oh  draw  his  vision,  soulful  scenes, 
Beyond  the  margin  of  his  path ; 
In  sweetest   cadence  whisper  now 
The  many  beauties  which  it  hath. 

Sing  on !  sing  on  !  ye  joyful  birds, 
He  gives  you  ear,  he  hears  your  song; 
Sing  on  in  carols  sweeter  yet, 
Thrill  all  the  patli  he  walks  upon. 
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A  gnarled  old  root  upon  the  bank 
Invites  the  traveller  to  stay, 
To  sit  and  muse  the  while  to  leave 
The  narrow  footpath's  broken  way. 

The  music  soothes,  he  lifts  his  head, 
And  lo !  there  lay  before  his  eyes 
The  Ayoods  and  dells,  the  lanes  and  fields, 
(  To  him  a  very  paradise. 

The  throstle  sings  his  song  of  joy, 
The  lark  with  music  fills  the  air ; 
Across  the  hills  and  dales  and  fields 
He  sees  ten  thousand  beauties  there, 
And  lo!  across  his  future  way 
A  thousand  golden  sunbeams  play. 

So  oft  it  seems  that  daily  toil 
Confines  us  to  a  given  grove; 
This  is  not  all,  disheartened  one — 
This  narrow  path  in  which  we  move. 

Twere  more  than  folly  to  despair 
Through  gaining  not  a  given  goal, 
Ten  thousand  things  may  thwart  the  man, 
There  are  no  barriers  to  the  soul. 

To  higher,  brighter,  better  spheres, 
Our  souls  may  take  their  flight  away, 
And  thus  forget  the  thousand  ills 
Wreaked  on  this  tenement  of  clay. 

So  clay  bv  day,  in  duty's  path, 
We  needs  must  ever  labour  on ; 
Though  dark  and  rough  the  path  may  be, 
Must   be  content  with   duty  done. 


DESTINY. 

STRANGELY  divergent  are  the  paths 

Which  human  kind  perforce  must  travel  on : 

Ease  and  life's  plenteousness  surround  the  one, 

The  other  grovels  'mongst  life's  miseries. 

Some  strange  vicissitude  of  fate 

Hangs  as  'twere  millstones  round  the  neck  of  one, 

And  buoys  the  other  up. 
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Environment  may  mould  the  outer  man, 

And  fit  him  somewhat  to  his  given  grove  ; 

And  yet  some  natures,  far  too  finely  strung 

To  stand  life's  roughnesses  and  buffeting, 

Fall  on  the  rude,  rough  road  to  die, 

Or  not  to  die,  just  as  the  fates  decree. 

Have  we  not  seen  the  shattered  grace, 

The  form  devoid  of  all  that  one  call's  pride? 

The  wretched  human  form  of  sunken   man, 

Lost  to  all  great  ideals  and  finer  influences, 

Have  we  not  seen  and  mourned  ? 

Aye,  mourned:  we  dare  not  judge, 

We  dare  not  judge. 

For  what  strange  heritage  do  men  receive. 

One  man  we  see  imbued  and  given  strength — 

Strength   as  his  birthright's   noble  heritage. 

He  climbs  the  rocks  the  which  beset  him  round 

And  all  untrammelled 

Plants  his  feet  upon  some  higher  plane, 

Reaches  the  altitudes  which  noble  men  may  reach. 

How  good  it  seems !  and  cannot  one  believe 

That  strength   does  strength  beget, 

And  that  a  strong  man  gathers  as  he  goes; 

That  from  this  earth's  most  noble  things  and  deeds 

He  gathers  the  strength   he  needs. 

But  then,  alas!  what  of  that  stricken  soul 

Nurtured   and  born  in  sin  ? 

Warped  when  begotten,  damned  in  its  infancy? 

How  possible,  how  sadly  possible  it  seems : 

How  shall  this  weak  one  battle  with  the.  world, 

This  world  so  prone  to  sin  ? 

What  when  the  storms  shall  round  him  rage, 

The  human  storms  that  sweep  the  heart  and  brain  ? 

When  the  cross-currents  in  the  human  soul 

Vie  for  the  heart's  control, 

Who  then  shall  judge  or  who  shall  throw  a  stone? 

Who  knows,  who  knows,  it  were  not  others'  sins 

That  soiled  the  soul  and  spoilt  the  human  form  ? 

Is  there  a  One  who  knows? 

So  surely,  then,  'tis  His  alone  to  judge : 

He  will  not  think  to  reap  what  were  not  sown, 

Nor  ask  of  man  what  were  not  to  him  given. 
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THE    WAYSIDE    AT    THE    AUTUMN. 

ON  the  hedges  by  the  wayside, 
O'er  the  sweeps  of  woodland  tree-tops, 
There's  a  hectic  flush  of  dying, 
There's  a  calm  of  restful  waiting, 
And  the  dead,  leaves  gently  flutter 
As  they're  falling. 

Like  a  man  when  winter  comet h, 
At  the  evening  of  his  labours, 
Waits  with  silent  satisfaction, 
Waits  his  summons  to  hereafter. 
Rugged  grows  his  cheeks  like  autumn, 
As  he's  waiting. 

Though  time's  furrows  deep  are  graven, 
Though  his  hair  is  gray  and  falling, 
There's  a  calm  upon  his  features ; 
Joy  shines  in  his  contemplation, 
And  he  gazes  into  distance 
With  a  trustful  expectation. 

While  he  waiteth  light  is  failing, 
Shadows  deepen  while  they  lengthen, 
Yet  he  sits  and  never  feareth; 
W^ild,  weird  notes  he  never  heareth, 
Like  his  living,  so  his  dying 
Shall  be  fearless. 

Gloom  and  cloud  and  shadowy  waysides 
Dog  the  footsteps  of  dishonour, 
Sounds  that  make  the  traveller  sta.rt 
Are  the  notes  within  his  heart  ; 
In  his  thoughts  are  wayside  robbers 
Self-created. 

Loometh  dense  and  black  the  distance, 
Evil  shadows  lurk  behind  him; 
Fear,  distrust,  and  unbelieving, 
Round  his  hea.rt  are  surely  weaving 
Endless  chains  that  bind  and  hold  him 
To  deceiving. 

Beauty  is  not  on  his  landscape, 
Glory  is  not  on  the  woodland, 
In  his  pathway  woe  betide  him! 
Is  no  friend  to  walk  beside  him, 
None  to  guide  him,  loneliness 
Shall  track  his  footsteps  to<  the  end. 
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Thus  when  autumn  cometh  to  us 
Life  to  future  life  is  merging, 
-  In  the  seasons  onward  sweeping, 
As  our  sowing,  so  our  reaping ; 
Seeds  dropped  by  the  daily  path 
Bloom  again  at  aftermath. 


SUMMER. 

THERE  are  flowers  in  the  meadows,  there  are  songs  in 

the  trees, 

There  are  murmurs  of  joy  in  the  hum  of  the  bees ; 
And  each  little  zephyr,  while  plying  its  lay, 
Sings  as  its  chorus  "  'Tis  summer  to  day." 
There's  a  sweet-tinted  landscape  and  jewels  that  cling 
On  the  branches  and  buds  where  the  choristers  sing ; 
The  daisies  bespangle  and  buttercups  glow, 
The  earth  is  a  picture  wherever  I  go. 

There  are  roses  a-blushing  the  hedgerows  among 
At  the  bold  little  thrushes  so  naked  and  young  ; 
The  bloom  on  the  hedgerow  is  foamy  and  white, 
The  foliage  is  shining  resplendently  bright. 
In  the  soul  of  the  wood  there  is  hiding  away 
A  woodbine  a-blooming,   oft   going  astray 
To  cover  a  bramble  quite  bare  of  a  flower, 
To  finish  the  painting  of  blossoming  bower. 

White  clover  grows  purple  as  poppy  bends  o'er 

To  tease  it  and  please  it  with  kisses  galore  ; 

And  thistle,  astonished,  in  haughty  amaze, 

Has  raised  its  head  and  diverted  its  gaze. 

There's  a  niche  that's  untrodden  where  nature's  at  play, 

A  garden  most  sweet,  a  garlanded  way: 

Serene  in  their  glory,  securely  fair, 

The  spirits  of  summer  are  revelling  there. 

There  are  wreaths  and  garlands  and  carpets  of  bloom, 
There  are  tangles  of  blossom  defending  the  home ; 
There  is  foliage  above  with  its  mazes  of  green 
Hiding  the  home  with  a  beautiful  sheen. 
Secluded  and  happy  they  revel  away, 
Now  shaking  the  bloom  from  the  roses  and  May, 
Till  earth  is  o'ermantled  with  petals  of  bloom, 
And  summer  sits  waiting  for  autumn  to  come. 
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AUTUMN    IS    PASSING. 


GLOWS  the  Autumn  in  hues  of  gold, 
Hues  of  gold  and  crimson, 

And  all  the  earth  is  blight  and  fair, 
Is  bright  and  fair. 

Time  of  the  gladdening  harvest  sheaf, 

Crimson  berry  and  golden  leaf; 

Full  of  beauty  but  far  too  brief. 
Far  too  brief  is  Autumn. 


Green  to  yellow  and  then  to  red, 
Gold  to  brown  is  changing ; 
Soon  will  sere  the  pageant  fair, 

The  pageant  fair. 

Soon  the  winds  of  the  East  will  sigh, 
All  the  colours  will  fade  and  die, 
Scattered  and  torn  will  the  mantle  lie, 
At  the  Autumn's  evening. 

Lies  in  the  ditch  a  heap  of  leaves, 
A  heap  of  leaves  and  berries ; 

Gone  are  the  Autumn's  golden  sheaves, 
Its  golden  sheaves. 

And  far  across  the  onward  way 
Hangs  a  mantle  of  misty  grey, 

Gloom  at  the  end  of  the  Autumn  day 
Screening  the  Winter's  coming. 

Brown  and  tattered  and  withered  things, 

Withered  things  are  rustling ; 

All  the  trees  are  gaunt  and  bare, 

Are  gaunt  and  bare; 
Where  the  soft  winds  whispered  low, 
Kissing  the   woodland's   golden   brow, 
Biting  winds  from  the  Bast   they  blow, 
Blow  with  a  wintry  breathing. 

So  Autumn  fair,  good-bve !  good-bye ! 
Good-bye  !  thou   vision   fleeting  ; 
Fast  you  die,  oh  fast  you  die, 
And  fade  from  view. 
Gone  your  mantle  so  fair,  so  fair, 
Bestrewn  and  scattered  all  here  and  there, 
Ever  to  us  so  dear,  so  dear, 

Dead!  but  to  memorv.  living! 
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A    FAIRY    TALE. 

GLIDES  on  a  sun-ray  down  a  hill, 
A  Fairy  form  in  dishabille, 
With  radiant  form  and  all  aglow 
Sternly  she  bids  the  winter  go. 

O'er  silvery  lake,  cross  moorland  fell, 
Through  forest  growth  and  woodland  dell. 
Waving  the  while  her  magic  wand, 
Diffusing  brightness  o'er  the  land. 

Now  by  a  sheltered,  shady  bank, 
Softly  the  Fairy  form  has  sank, 
And  in  a  voice  most  sweet  and  low 
She  bids  the   lovely  violets  grow. 

Resuming  then,  her  wa.y  she  took, 
Cross  shady  glen,   by  tiny  brook, 
Whilst  here  and  there  and  everywhere 
She  breathed  a  violet-scented  air. 

Now  tripping  softly  o'er  the  sod 
She  stoops  and  opes  a  primrose  bud  ; 
Then,  like  the  heavenly  stars  to  shine, 
She  scatters  earth  with  celandine. 

Now  hov'ring  o'er  the  blackthorn  bare, 
Leaves  it  a  bridal  robe  to  wear ; 
Then,  gilding  on,  the  Fairy  Queen 
Drapes  all  the  woods  in  emerald  green. 

As  she  the  meadows  wandered  through 
Blight  buttercups  and  daisies  grew, 
Then  with  a  graceful  care  she  flings 
Her  blossoms  where  the  woodbine  clings. 

Till  all   around,   above,  below, 
With  coloured  beauty  now  doth  glow  : 
And  she,  the  Fairy  form,  has  sank 
Upon   her   flower-bespattered   bank. 

Sweetly  caressed  by  perfumed  breeze 
From  blossomed  sward  and  budding  trees, 
She'll  sit,   while  mystic  voices   ring. 
We'll  crown  the  Fairy  Queen  of  Spring. 

The  sunbeams  lightly  touch  her  hair, 

A  gilded  halo  breathing  there, 

Whilst  'mongst  the  ferns  she  makes  her  throne 

In  regiil  pomp,  to  reign  alone. 
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Until  the  hedgerows'  spangled  sheen 
Weave  bridal  garments  for  their  Queen, 
And  summer  comes,   with   rapid  stride, 
To  claim  his  lovely,   Fairy  bride. 

Sing  on,  ye  birds   your  joyful   lay, 
To  greet  the  Fairy's  wedding  day ; 
And   coming  then  the  gloaming  hour, 
When  silence  falls  o'er  blossom  bower, 
The  gentlest  winds  shall  whisper  there 
The  wedded  lover's  evening  prayer. 


THE    EMIGRANT. 

YONDER,  in  the  harbour,  faint  the  lights  are  growing, 
Space  betwixt  the  ship  and  home  is  widening  more  and 

more ; 

Dense  and  ever  denser  wraps  the  gloom  around  me, 
Fainter  still  the  shadows  grow  on  dear  England's  shore. 

Gone  the  lights  that  nickered  on  yon  dark  horizon, 
Weirdly  gleam  the  vessel's  lights  o'er  the  seething  foam, 
And  it  seems  below  me,  deep  down  in  the  vessel, 
I  can  hear  another  heart  beating  with  my  own. 

Gliding,  gliding  onward,  billows  blacker,  wilder, 
Moan  their   ceaseless   lullabies    'cross  ocean's    heaving 

breast. 

Thus,  with  song  incessant,  o'er  the  waves'  wild  crescent, 
Borne  am  I  from  England's  home  to  the  distant  West. 

Seems  my  heart  to  falter,   looking  into  distance, 
Looking  back  with  loving  glance  to  old  England's  home. 
Yet  with  mighty  plunges  sweeps  the  vessel  onward, 
Piercing  with  her  gleaming  lights  through  the  forward 
gloom. 

Cometh  to  my  memory — often  had  I  heard  it, — 

"  Absence  ma"kes  the  heart  grow  fonder,"  fonder  of  a 

few. 

Now,  when  life  is  silent,  fallen  night's  dark  mantle, 
Friendly  faces  light  the  gloom,  now  I  know  'tis  true. 

In  the  hazy  distance  loometh  rock  and  mountain, 
Far  across  the  rugged  view  black  the  forests  grow, 
And  around  me,  nearer,  lies  a  mighty  city, 
Smiling  not :  the  distant  forest  frowneth  on  its  brow. 
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What  may  be  the  future  time  alone  trill  show  it, 
Friends'  dear  faces  still  will  smile  whersoe'er  I  roam; 
In  my  heart  I  know  it,  friendship's  ties  will  strengthen, 
By  persistent  calling  draw  me  backward  home. 


NIAGARA:     MEMOIRS    AND    IMPRESSIONS. 

A  MIGHTY  roar,  a  dull,  unceasing  sound, 

Fills  all  the  air  and  trembles  in  the  ground; 

Like  thunder  muffled,  curbed  by  mightier  force, 

Niagara  river  runs  its  chequered  course. 

From  Erie's  lake,  with  measured  course  and  slow, 

It  smoothly  glides  away   from  Buffalo. 

Now  wide  its  course  or  narrow,  as  best  seems 

Its  wilful  mood,  for  nothing  ever  dreams 

To  fight  its  moods  or  stay  its  wilful  course : 

No  rock,  or  peak,  or  crag  contains  the  force. 

Beset  by  isles  and  girt  by  rock  and  cliff, 

Onward  it  makes  its  way,  and  seems  as  if 

It  takes  unbounded  pleasure  in  the  sport 

Of  baulking  obstacles  of  every  sort. 

Unheeding  all  and  aught  athwart  its  bed, 

And,  as  it  were  by  secret  fuiies  fed, 

Lashes  its  waters  into  foaming  spray, 

And  wildly  dashes  on  its  headlong  way, 

By  creek  and  village,  where  there  once  was  found 

The  Indian's  wigwam  and  his  hunting  ground. 

But  now  the  avarice  of  a  whiter  race 

Has  hunted  him  and  left  us  but  a  trace; 

Among  the  mountains  far  away  they  hide, 

Those  that  are  living  (but  the  most  have  died). 

Others  still  living,  closely  hemmed  round 

Their  freedome  gone  and  lost  their  hunting  ground. 

Hard  is  the  portion  of  these  ones  who  stay, 

And  dare  exist   in  civilised  to-day. 

They  whisper  low,  '•  The  white  man  he  must  die." 

Why  should  they  not  ?  they  have  their  reasons  why. 

Terrific  splendour!  can  the  whole  world  bring 

Or  show  to  me  another  such  a  thing ! 

A  wild  and  heaving  mass  of  foam  and  spray, 

That  shrouds  the  islands  in  a  misty  gray. 

With  frantic  turbulence  it  rushes  on 

Til]  all  the  beauty  of  its  might  is  gone, 

And,  horror-stricken,  one  can  only  see 

The  madness  of  it  and  its  perfidy.' 

Ten  miles  above  so  beautiful  it  seems, 
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Described  only  by  fantastic  dreams, 
Beguilingly  seductive,  it  attracts, 
Then  hurls  its  victims  o'er  its  cataracts. 
So  smooth  it  glides,  then  faster,  faster  yet, 
Till  lashed  to  passion  one  can  ne'er  forget, 
And  riveted  man  stands  to  gaze  in  awe 
On  power  ne'er  seen  or  dreamed  of  before. 
'Tis  thus  for  ages  now  long  past  and  gone 
This  mighty  torrent  flowed  its  course  along ; 
'Mongst  scenes  of  strife,  or  savagery,  or  peace, 
Its  awful  singing  never  seems  to  cease, 
Except  when  winter's  icy  master  hand 
Envelopes  it  around  and  bids  it  stand. 
And  with  its  iron  grip  or  mystic  spell 
O'erthrows  its  might  and  dons  its  dishabille, 
Flings  o'er  its  falls  and  mighty  Avater-ways 
A  spectral  scene  of  scintillating  rays. 
But  yet  its  glories  now  are  none  the  less, 
'Tis  beautified  and  chastened  by  its  dress: 
The  horror  of  its  fearful  song  is  gone, 
A  lonely  silence  reigns  the  scene  upon. 
Its  icy  spirals  hung  and  interlaced, 
In  myriad  forms  fantastically  traced, 
Like  hanging  curtains,   draping  castle  caves, 
Breathing  romance  on  ev'ry  heart  that  craves, 
And  forming  pictures  exquisite  and  grand 
For  nature's  own  fantastic  fairy  land. 
But  now  its  course  all  unimpeded  flows, 
Proudly  o'er  rock  and  precipice  it  goes, 
Running  its  maddened  race  as  if  'twere  play 
To  jump  the  cliff  amongst  the  clouds  of  spray. 
Here,  where  the  waters  fall  the  rocks  between, 
The  rainbow's  lustre  arches  o'er  the  scene, 
Mirrors  its  colours  through  the  spray  so  dense, 
Lending  more  beauty  to  magnificence. 
The  awful  grandeur  seems  to  hold  a  spell : 
One  stands  and  gazes,  why  he  cannot  tell. 
The  scene  enchants,  one  feels  he  cannot  go, 
Transfixed,  he  stands  to  gaze  far  down  below 
Upon  the  vortex,   where  the  seething  mass 
Engulfs  its  victims,  never  lets  them  pass 
Until  the  life  is  crushed,   and  then,   as  though 
Quite  satisfied,  it  Jets  the  victim  go : 
Lets  him  go  whirling  through  the  ravine  deep, 
Where  trees  hang  o'er  and  even  seem  to  weep, 
Weep  for  the  victim's  helpless,  hapless  fate, 
For  just  below  the  whirling  pools  await. 
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AN    ALIEN. 

They  told  me  long  ago,  that  far  across  the  sea 
A  land  was  known  where  fortune  smiled, 
With  gates  ajar  for  me. 

I  left  my  native  soil,  ah  me,  I  roamed  afar, 
I  sought  and  found  this  alien  soil 
With  fortune's  gates  ajar. 

They  show    me    mountain   piles,    their  summits    Avhite 

with  snow, 

And  fair  a  vale  was  spread  beneath 
With  golden-rod  aglow. 

There  mighty  rivers  flowed  where  vast  the  valleys  are, 
And  in  the  forest's  tangled  growth 
The  birds  are  brighter  far. 

And  oh !   the   scenes   were  grand  where  torrents  swiftly 

flow, 

And,  with  a  roar   like  thunder,  fall 
To  seething  depths  below. 

There  massive  lakes  were  spread,  where  huge  grey  bil- 
lows rolled 

Unfettered,   like  a  boisterous  sea 
That  would  not  be  controlled. 

A  wondrous  land  indeed,  in   grandeur  limitless. 
I  saw  the  forest  giants  rise, 

And  skies  and  trees  caress. 

As  fell  the  evening  gloom,  I  stood  beside  a  lake, 
Where  rocks  in  grandeur  rise  above, 
And  new  strange  echoes  wake. 

The  mountains  seem  to  frown,  rigid  and  cold  they  loom, 
Studded  with  fissures  wide  agape, 
Filled  with  an  awful  gloom. 

A  rugged,  dense  ravine,  now  splits  the  piles  in  twain, 
Marking  the  huge  bold  mountain  range 
As  'twere  the  mark  of  Cain. 

The  fire-flies  flit  fast  by,  their  dancing  never  still, 
And   now  the  unfamiliar   sound, 

The  weird,  strange,  whip-poor-will. 

'Tis  grandeur  that  appals,  where  English  scenes  would 

thrill, 

I  list   to  unfamiliar  sounds, 
And  oh,  my  heart  it  still. 
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Oh  how  I  long  for  home,  for  England's  lowly  dell! 
Oh  giAre  me,  give  me,  English  woods, 
And   heavenly   Philomel ! 

The  golden-rod  may  bloom,  beloved  where'er  it  grows. 
But  give  to  me  yet  once  again 
My  lily  and  my  rose. 

These  birds  they  may  be  gay,  but  never  will  they  sing 
As  larks  and  robins  do  at  home, 
In   England's  happy  spring. 

The  forests  dense  and  grand,  the  river's  rapid  flow, 
Can  ne'er  efface  one  jot  or  trace 
Of   England's  meadow  glow. 

Through  English    lanes  and    fields,   across  the    flower- 
strewn,  glen,, 
I  seem  to  wander  as  of  old, 

'Tis  home,  sweet  home  again. 

I  seem  to  hear  the  brook,  its  echoes  sweetly  ring ; 
Again  in  violet -scented  dell 
I  hear  the  thrushes  sing. 

A  thousand  memories  rise  of  daisy-spangled  ways, 
And  oh,  I  roam  them  o'er  again, 
As  in  the  olden  days. 

The  ivy-covered  tree,  the  woodbine  clusters  sweet, 
I  seem  to  see  it  all  again, 

My  own  beloved  retreat. 

I  roam  an  alien,  'mongst  scenes  unloved  through  grand, 
And  burdened  with  an  aching  void, 
For  home  and  Fatherland. 

Perhaps  the  time  may  come — the  hope  still  lives — but 

when.  ? 

When  shall  I  roam  those  dear  old  ways, 
Xo  longer  alien  ? 


NIAGARA:     THE    WHIRLPOOLS. 

FAR,  far  below,  'neath  the  stern  black  rock, 
The  eddies  swirl  and  the  echoes  mock, 
And  down  in  the  abyss,  it  seems  to  me, 
The  waters  laugh  in  fiendish  glee ; 
And  my  fancy  saw  it  from  where  I  stood, 
A  river  that  flowed  with  its  victims'  blood. 
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For  well  I  remember  that,   long  ago, 

How  bodies  were  strewn  in  the  seething  flow, 

The  river  ran  red  with  the  soldiers  gore, 

Slain  in  the  battle  of  Chippewa. 

And  again  I  see  in  the  gorge  below, 

Swift  carried  along  in  the  whirling  flow, 

The  bright-red  coats  of  the  Englishmen 

They  flung  on  the  waves  from  that  bloody  den. 

But  down  in  the  flow  of  the  purple  flood 

Was  a  pale  white  face,  and  I  understood. 

'Twas  the  Angel  Death,  and  it  waited  there, 

Waited  and  watched  with  an  Angel's  care, 

And  never  a  soul  by  that  way  passed  by 

But  was  seen  and  known  by  the  Angel's  eye. 

Then  out  from  the  shades  of  this  "  Devil's  Hole," 

With  a  moaning  sound  like  a  tortured  soul, 

On,  ever  on,  where  the  crags  hang  o'er, 

Still  darker  than  ever  they  loomed  before. 

Deep  down  in  the  gorge  the  terrific  flood 

Runs  recklessly  onward  all  tinged   with  blood. 

'Tis  the  bloody  run,  and  the  folk  still  tell 

How  the  flood  was  choked  with  the  men  who  fell, — 

Were  slain  on  the  banks  of  this  raging  flood : 

Thus  'tis  that  its  waters  are  tinged  with  blood. 

Long  years  have  flown,  yet  there  still  hangs  round 

The  stirring  tales  of  this  noted  ground. 

Its  grand,  stern  scenes,  its  grace  and  might, 

Blending  the  beautiful  and  bright ; 

Its  fitful  moods,  that  hold  and  charm 

With  frenzy  passing  or  soothing  calm. 

Fresh  in  mind  liveth  on  each  scene, 

No  others  shall  mar  them  or  intervene. 

Methinks  the  scene  of  Niagara's  flow 

Will  live  when  life's  small  memories  go, 

The  years  will  roll,  but  will  never  bring 

Or  show  me  another  such   wondrous  thing. 


HOMEWARD    BOUND. 

AFLOAT  again ! 

The  anchor's  drawn,  the  hawser's  coiled, 
The  engines  throb  and  clouds  of  smoke 
Pour  from  the  funnels  of  the  mighty  ship : 
As  from  the  dock  she  floats. 
Around  the  deck  rail  and   on  yonder  quay 
The  signals  white  are  fluttering  in  the  breeze, 
As  friend  leaves  friend : 
And  eyes  are  wet  with  shameless  tears 
Both  here  and  there ; 
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And  seems  it  too,  that  hearts  as  well  as  eyes 

Are  brimming  o'er. 

For  fainter  and  still  fainter  sounds  the  cheer, 

From'  deck  and  quay  ; 

A  hundred  weep,  yet  no  one  weeps  for  me! 

Alone,  but  homeward  bound! 

How  my  heart  flutters  as  the  seething  spray 

is  wildly  scattered  in  our  onward  way 

And  well  known  land  marks  now  so  quickly  pass! 

Far  have  I  roamed,  in  this,  a  foreign  land, 

Have  sailed    its  rivers,  viewed  it  mountains  grand, 

Yet  have  not  loved. 

My  footsteps  never  longed  to  tarry  here ; 

These  forests  are  too  densely  grim  and  black, 

These  rivers  far  too  mighty  to  be  loved; 

These  mountain  piles  they  ever  on  me  frown, 

And  England's  woodlands,  smiling,  call  me  back. 

So  as  the  landscape  passes  from  my  view, 

As  gloaming  comes  I  bid  the  land  adieu 

Without  one  tear  or  sigh,  my  heart  goes  out, 

And  thoughts  go  speeding  hom.e: 

Home,  to  the  land  beloved. 

Soon  shall  I  see  those  shores  beyond  the  sea, 

Shall  see  again  the  mantling  woodland  trees, 

And  sloping  meadow  green ! 

Maybe  the  briars  will  still  be  all-a-bloom, 

The  honey-suckle  hang  in  festoons  sweet, 

And  may  be,  thrushes  still  will  tune  their  lays 

Just  as  in  olden  days, 

And  corn  fields,  too,  I  know, 

Will  gild  the  landscape  o'er 

With  ruddy  glow, 

And  gladdening  plenteousness, 

Soon,  soon,  my  eyes  shall  greet  these  dear  old  scenes, 

And  faces,  dearer  still. 

Faces  and  forms  that  times  fleet  reckonings  could  not 

efface, 
That  through  the   changing  scenes  and  sights  have 

lived, 

Hare  lived  in  memory's  kind  and  zealous  keeping, 
What   joy  to  be !  joy  of  all  joys  to  see  Home  and 

clear  homeland  faces. 


AUTUMN. 

AUTUMN'S  glory,  gold  and   ruddy. 
Casts  a  glow  o'er  field  and  fen, 

Till  the  bracken  on  the  hill-side 
Seems  to  glow  and  glow   again. 
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And  the  white  and  purple  heather, 
Sweetly  draping  moorland  ways, 

Lends  a  pretty  purple  blending 
To  the  autumn's  gilded  days. 

There's   red  berries  all   a-glinting 

'Mongst  the  yellow  and  the  brown, 
And  the  hedgerows  grandly  glowing 

With  their  autumn-tinted  gown. 
Beauteous  scenes,  we  plead  you,  linger, 

Do  not  pass  so  fast  away  ; 
For  there's  pain  mixed  with  the  pleasure 

Of  your  beautiful  decay. 

A-  you  pass  like  evening  sunset, 

With  its  golden,  mellowing  light; 
Like  the  splendours  of  the  evening, 

Slowly  blending  into  night ; 
Is  it  with  more  pain  than  pleasure 

That  we  watch   you   fade  away  ? 
Yes,  'tis  pain  that  heaps  the  measure, 

And   'tis  sorrow  holds  the  sway. 

Soon  will  come  a  gloomy  mantle, 

Flung  across  the  gilded  scene, 
Only  sedge  and  brown  will   rustle 

Through  the  naked  trees  between  ; 
All  your  garments,  torn  and  tattered 

By  the  cruel  wintry  wind. 
You  will  pass  from  out  our  vision, 

Leaving  fragments  strewn  behind. 

By  the  wood  and  hedgerow  bottom, 

Tokens  of  the  beauty   gone 
Will  be  lying  brown  and  pulseless, 

With  no  spot  of  glory  on. 
Trees  with   branches  black  and  hoary, 

Gaunt  and  naked  as  they  sway, 
Will  be  sighing  and  a  sobbing 

For  the  beauty  pass'd  away. 

Aye  'tis  true,  but  you  will  cover 

Where  the  germs  of  flowers  lie, 
Tli rough  the  biting  frosts  of  winter, 

Till  fruition  bye  and  bye. 
Then  those  leaves  beneath  the  hedgerows 

Tell  us  not  of  winter's  frown, 
They're  a  covering  for  the  garden, 

Where    the  >\veetest    flowers   arc  grown. 
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Let  the  winds  moan  in  the  tree-tops, 

'Mongst  the  branches  stripped  and  nude ; 
Let  them  tune  and  try  their  music 

During  winter's  interlude. 
Soon  the  notes  will  be  adjusted, 

And  sweet  harmonies  will  ring 
For  the  exit  of  the  winter 

And  the  coming  of  the  spring. 


TO   WELCOME    HOME    OUR    HEROES. 

THEY  are  coming !  Hark !  the  tramping, 
Heir  the  rounds  and  rounds  of  cheering, 
For  the  lads  who,  never  fearing, 

Went  away  to  do  or  die. 
Raise  your  banner,  float  your  bunting, 
Music  make  in  street  and  steeple, 
Shout  exultingly,   you   people, 

You  know  how  and  you  know  why. 

Hark !  they  marsh  to  martial  music, 
Thrilling,  stirring,   soul-inspiring : 
Shout  your  welcomes,   never  tiring, 

Shout  your  welcome  home  again. 
Heroes  home  all  stained  with  battle, 
They  are  coming !  they  are  coming ! 
Let  your  cheering  and  your  drumming 

Be  with  all  your  might  and  main. 

They  who  for  their  love  of  country, 
When  the  foemen  were  invading, 
'Midst  terrific  cannonading, 

Did  their  duty  side  by  side  ; 
Some  who  met  the  foe  defiant, 
Marched  and  fought  their  country's  battle, 
There  amongst  the  din  and  rattle 

Did  their  duty  well  and  died. 

Blend  a  strain  throughout  your  music, 
Let  a  soft  note,  never  dying. 
Sound  for  those  who  now  are  lying 

Yonder  in  the  foreign  plain. 
Tone  your  notes  still  softer,  sweeter. 
There  are  some  lone  vigils  keeping: 
Tell  these  ones  in  sorrow  weeping 

Faith  shall  find  their  loved  again. 
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We  would  tender  lovijig  laurels, 
Voice  emotion  of  the  nation ; 
We  would,   in  our  true  oblation, 

Render  love  as  love's  reward  ; 
And  in  future  write  their  valour 
On  the  world's  historic  pages, 
Wreathed  in  love  for  all  the  ages, 

Now  and  ever  afterward. 

Then  a  welcome,  rousing  welcome, 
To  the  men  who  stopped  their  Avriting, 
Wiped  their  pens  and  took  to  fighting, 

When  old  England  threatened  was. 
They  have  noblv  done  their  fighting, 
Finished   well  their  self-set  duty, 
Fought  for  England,  home,  and  beauty, 

As  a  Briton  always  does. 

J^et  a  thousand,  thousand  welcomes, 
Rise  in  heartfelt  loving  greeting ; 
Let  the  echoes  fast  go  fleeting 

To  that  newly  conquered  land. 
And  the  foe  now  widely  scattered, 
They  shall  hear  this  great  ovation, 
And  the  world  exclaim,  "  A  nation, 

Trulv  linked  in  heart  and  hand." 


THE    REMANTLING. 

SEE,  the  autumn  is  approaching, 

All  the  bloom  is  widely  strewn, 

And  the  flowers  that  decked  the  valley  all  are  gone. 
Yes.  there's  naught  but  grass  and  leaves, 

For  the  corn  is  all  in  sheaves, 
But  the  earth  it  still  is  fair  to  look  upon. 

There's  no  need  to  grow  despondent 
When  the  summer's  lost  to  view, 
It  was  pregnant  for  the  farmer's  man  to  mow ; 
Glowing  shades  will  soon  be  coming 

Where  the  flowers  lately  grew  ; 
Now,   at  time  of  reaping,  flowers  have  to  go. 

But  fair  autumn  is  an  artist, 

And  it  views  the  green  and  grey, 

And  then  straightway  starts  to*  touch  with  colours  new. 
See,  it   paints  the  berries  scarlet, 

And  the  leaves  with  fairest  shades, 
Then  it  gilds  the  forests  o'er  with  richer  hue. 
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Oh,  those  trees,  what  golden  splendours! 
Touched  with  autumn's  mellow  glow; 
Woods  and  lanes,  are  all  o'er-mantled  with  a  blush; 
O'er  the  hills  and  through  the  valleys, 

And  along  the  laughing  rills, 
All  is  gilded  fresh  and  sweet  with  autumn's  brush. 

Now  the  birds  have  stopped  their  trilling, 

And  we  miss  their  tuneful  lays ; 
But  there's  restfulness  and  quiet  in  the  scene; 
If  we  search  we  find  no  flowers, 

But  then  how  can   one  complain 
When  there's  autumn's  golden  flashes  in  between. 

There's  a  mood  that  courts  the  silence 

Of  the  autumn's  gilded  glow, 

That  would  linger  .'mongst  the  haloes  sweet  and  grand, 
Would  content  and  happy  be 

'Neath  a  grand  though  silent  tree, 
Just  because  it  did  the  silence  understand. 

Ah !  'twas  hard  to  lose  the  music 

Of  the  summer's  happy  mood, 
'Twas  still  harder  as  we  watched  the  flowers  go ; 
And  we  shall  not  soon  forget  it, 

Yet  how  could  one  regret  it  ? 
Is  not  this  as  lovely,  this  sweet  September  glow? 


SAILING. 

How  the  sunshine  of  the  morning 
On  each   billow  brightly  glows; 

Lightly  sails  the  white  winged  vessel 
Scudding  o'er  the  waves  she  goes, 

Like  a  nymph  of  early  morning 
Just  arisen  from  repose. 

See  the  spray  amongst  the  glowing 

Fleecy  crests  dance  by  in  glee, 
I  can  seem  to  hear  them  saying : 
"  Come  to  me,  yes,  come  to  me, 
Come  and  frolic,  I  will  give  you 

Heart  as  light  as  is  the  sea." 
Hail,  O  hail  you  merry  skipper, 

Let's  away  to  yonder  main, 
Rest  not  on  the  voyage  skipper 

Till  the  day  begins  to  wane ; 
Make  away  to  yonder  ocean, 

Then  at  gloaming,  home  again. 
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Dancing,  gliding  over  mountain 

Borne  by  winds  so  pure  and  strong, 
Through  the  furrows  lightly  skimming 

To  the  sound  of  rythmic  song, 
Calls  the  ocean's  vaster  billows, 
'•  All  is  well,  so  come  along." 

Faster,  faster,  gliding  onward 

Through  the  waves  of  seething  spray, 

Spread  each  inch  of  canvas  ski]*per, 
Make  away,  away,  away, 

Till  the  land  that  lies  behind  us 
Dies  into  a  misty  grey. 

Hills  of  water  rising,  falling. 

Skies  above  are  blue  and  bright, 
All  around  the  gulls  are  sailing. 

Little  specks  of  snowy  white 
Flitting  o'er  the  ocean  billows, 

Shooting,  like  the  stars  at  night. 
Oh  !  the  ecstacy  of  sailing, 

Borne  afar  to  distant  space 
Till  tli/1  lands  that  lie  behind  us 

With  the  heavens   interlace, 
Only  ocean  all  around  us 

Gleaming  with  a  rugged  grace. 

Comes  the  mantle  of  the  evening, 

See!   perceptibly  its  shades 
Gliding  gently  on  towards  us, 

See!  the  rugged  brightness  fades, 
O'er  the  ocean  and  the  heavens 

Now  a  thickening  gloom  pervades. 

Guide  us,  skipper,  to  the  harbour, 
Daylight  now  doth  quickly  fly. 

See!  the  haze  is  growing  denser. 
Hark!  the  wind  begins  to  sigh, 

Guide  us  skipper  to  the  harbour 
Ocean  moans  its  lullaby. 


IN    THE    PRESENCE    OF    DEATH. 

To  whence  has  flown  that  vital  spark  of  life, 

That  left  this  figure  prone  and  cold  and  still? 

That  life  that  once  did  move  and  animate 

This  rigid,  pulseless  thing  to  thought  and  speech? 

That  sense  which  thrilled  and  moved  this  human  frame 

To  life  and  actions  manifold? 

Whence  has  it  flown?  or,  think  you,  did  it  die? 

Did  it  die  out  and  lapse  to  nothingne-- : 
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I  look  upon  tliis  body  col'd  and  still, 
Wrapt  and  enshrouded  for  its  final  rest, 
Lying  a  wax-like  effigy  of  self, 
And  shudders  cold  and  clammy  touch  my  flesh, 
And  solemn  awe  pervades  this  room  of  death. 
Why  .should  this  be?  what  presence  here  exists 
To  make  it  so?  is  it  the  mystery? 
Is  it  because  a  curtain  dark  and  thrck 
Drapes  the  unknown,  that  not  a  spark  of  light 
Doth  glimmer  through  the  dense  uncertainty  ? 
Let  me  away  to  where  the  sunlight  shines, 
Out  from  this  soulless  thing,  so  dead  and  cold, 
To  light  and  life  and  love,  and  lovely  things? 
Why  should  I  try  to  peer  beyond  the  grave, 
And  grovel   helplessly  when  life  abounds? 
Why  should  I  not  just  live  this  life  and  wait? 
Await  with  fortitude  these  unseen  things, 
Basking  the  while  amidst  earth's  brightnesses  ? 


PENNED    THOUGHTS. 

IN  full  fruition  waves 
A  field  of  golden  corn, 
Just  for  a  fleeting  hour : 
The  reaper  comes  at  morn. 
A  day  the  whole  lies  low, 
Thus  does  life  come  and  go. 

A  season  a.s  of  spring, 
Commingled   sun   and   cloud ; 
Then  comes  the  garnering, 
Just  what  the  life  has  sowed. 
Sure  shall  the  reaper  come, 
Gath'ring  his  harvest   home. 

Yet,  if  the  yield  be  good, 
The  sight  shall   linger  on, 
Memory  store  its  beauteousness 
When  all  the  life  has  gone. 
'Twill  live  as  in  noble  deeds, 
Or  stubble,  and  stones  and  weeds. 


A    SPECTRE. 

I  WANDEIIED  musing  in  the  woods 
As  evening  shades  crept  o'er  the  dell 
There  reigned  a  silence  all  around  ; 
O'er  all  the  scene  a  mystic  spell. 
And  in  this  woodland  scene  I  found 
A  radiant  pool — a  wishing  well. 
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Reflected  in  these  waters  clear, 

Tinged  with  the  evening's  gilded  glow, 

I  saw  traced  out  a  picture  sweet : 

'Twas  heaven  brought  down  to  earth  below. 

And  mingling  in  this  woodland  pool 

Were  shadows  black  and  clouds  like  snow. 

The  very  place  to  vent  a  wish, 
The  very  place  to  sit  and  dream, 
Where  mingled  'mongst  the  shadows  black 
Are  streaks  of  gold,   the  sunset's  gleam. 
Here  one  can  weave  fantasies  sweet 
And  linger  earth  and  heaven  between. 

I  fling  me  down  just  by  the  pool, 
O'er  reason's  neck  I  throw  the  rein ; 
Then  flinging  care  athwart  the  winds, 
I  fly  across  a  dreamy  plain, 
To  where  there  lies  a  land  of  peace 
Along  a  never  ending  lane. 

And  in  my  dream,  my  only  wish 

Is  that  at  last  I  may  find  out 

A  place  unknown  to  fiends  of  hate, 

Where  dogs  of  war  ne'er  roam  about ; 

A  home  of  love,   a  land  of  peace. 

Where  faith   and  truth  shall  quell  all  doubt. 

I  soared   away  in  fancied  flight 
O'er  forest  vale>  and  fairest  glen, 
Where  sweetly  notes  of  joyous  song 
Are  echoed  bv  the  little  wren  ; 
Where  sparkling  brook  runs  singing  on, 
And  rocks  resound  and  sing  again. 

O !  peaceful  scene  and  can  yo*u  boast 
That  nothing  mars  your  beauty  fair? 
Or  if  I  stay  my  onward  flight, 
Say  shall  I  find  my  quarry  here? 
Will  beauty  fade,  will  bloom  decay? 
Aye !  and  your  leaves  all  soon  be  sear. 

Will  sounds  of  strife  borne  on  the  winds, 
Or  jarring  note,  or  bitter  cry, 
E'en  enter  here  and  break  the  peace? 
Will  laughter  never  turn  to  sigh  ? 
Will  anguished  hearts  in  deep  despair 
Here  hide  away,  come  here  to  die? 

Oh  soar  away !  light  wings  so  fleet ! 
I  would  not  stay  with  tearful  eye 
To  see  the  gloom  the  scene  obscure, 
Turn  summer's  smile  to  wintry  sigh. 
Although  the  hand  that  kills  is  kind, 
I  could  not  stay  to  see  it  die. 
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Fly,  fly  o'er  seas  and  continents, 
O'er  rivers  broad  and  mountain  height ; 
By  rugged  chasm  and  smiling  vale 
On,  ever  on  through  day  and  night, 
Scanning  the  town   or  moorland  wild, 
Yet  never  staying  in  your  flight. 

I  see  the  city's  gilded  glow, 

I  see  the  struggling,  surging  crowd; 

From  corners  with  no  glittering  street 

I  hear  a  wailing  long  and  loud. 

Yes !  Where  the  city's  ways  are  dark 

There  tramps  a  million  sorrow  brow'd. 

I  could  not  stay  'mongst  ..city's  glint, 
'Tis  tinsel  wrapt ;    with  festering  core  ; 
There's  luxury  in  mansion  fair, 
There's  howling  wolves  by  garret  door. 
How  could  I  stay  in  such  a  place  ? 
With  shuddering  I  pass  it  o'er. 

At  last!  at  last!  O,  with  what  joy 
The  picture  greets  my  longing  gaze  ; 
Secluded  in  a  valley  lies 
A  monastery  mid  wooded  ways ; 
Where  happy  men — so  I  have  heard — 
Spend  holy  lives  and  peaceful  days. 

Yet  pause  awhile,  nor  enter  yet, 
J?  or  hooded  cowl  and  cloister  cell 
Awaits  the  one  who  enters  here; 
And  who  could  say  this  pretty  dell 
Is  not  a  mask  to  cover  o'er 
A  ud  hide  the  sin :  say  who  can  tell  ? 

What  men  are  these  who  hide  away, 
To  live  alone  in  such  small  sphere, 
Where  woods  and  walls  «lmt  out  the  sight 
Of  fellow  men  bow'd  down  with  care? 
Say  think  you  not  that  theiv.  is  room 
For  each  to  work,  to  do,  to  rlare? 

A   witch-like   note  disturbs   my   muse, 
Night  winds  are  whisp'ring  overhead. 
Where  evening's  pall  now  wraps  in  gloom, 
And  dense  black  clouds  obscure  the  red. 
Lo !  all  the  world  lias  lost  its  glow, 
I,  waking,  find  my  dream  is  dead. 

The  curtain  of  the  night  is  lowered, 
In  thoughtful  mood  I  take  my  way, 
I  find  that  life  is  not  a  dream, 
Tis   rugged  toiling  day   by   clay. 
But  toiling  o'er,  the  work  well  done, 
This  peace  may  come.      Yet  who  can  say  ? 
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A    MISERABLE    MIRACLE. 


CE  comes  this  fragrance,  fair  and  sweet, 
Which  vividly  my  sense*  greet  ? 
Can  this,  the  perfect  flower  I  scan, 
Be  but    the  product  of  a  man  ? 
Did  science  and  the  gardener  come 
And  place  these  petals  one  by  one, 
Combined  sciences  and  art 
Together  forming  every  part, 
Till   woven,   scented,  painted,  made: 
Was  this  the  rose's  form  and  shade? 
Tis  thus  I  thinK  the  while  I  cull 
The  rose  from  off  its  pinnacle  ; 
But,  ere  the  thought  had  time  to  grow, 
My  every  senses  answered  "  No.'J 
But  what  the  undiscovered  sense, 
The  secret  source  or  influence, 
Which  put  the  question  straight  and  clear 
Both  to  my  eye  and  in  my  ear, 
That  touched  my  heart  and  left  its  sting? 
Can  I  defy  such  questioning? 
Some  test  devise,  by  sane  pretence, 
To  help  me  in  my  innocence  ? 
Come  great  philosopher  and  sage, 
Come   painter,   come   of  every   age; 
Come  mighty  sources  of  mankind, 
Come  polish  up  my  clouded  mind. 
I'll  test  the  case  this  very  hour 
By  this  my  rose  —  my  perfect  flower. 
Come  men  of  every  clime,  and  wait 
While  science  shall  manipulate. 
The  mightiest  force,  the  finest  skill 
Combined,  shall  this  my  task  fulfil  ; 
By  dexterous  means  shall  soon  disclose 
To  wondering  eyes  a  perfect  rose. 
The  loom  is  weaving  texture  fine, 
The  dye  is  clear  like  glinting  wine, 
The  fragrance  from  the  chemist's  cup 
In   copious  draughts  cc-mes  rising  up; 
The  artist  comes  and  architect 
To  touch,  or  tone,  or  re-dissect, 
And  man  shall  think  and  woman  weave 
The  petals  of  this  make-believe, 
Till  particles  and  part  are  one, 
The  flower  is  made,  the  wo'-k  is  done. 
With  knowledge  keen  and  deft  of  hand 
The  gardener  plants  it  on  the  land, 
And  lo!  the  plant  and  leaf  and  stem 
Is  crowned  by  human  diadem. 
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Come  surgeon,  come  with  sharpened  knife, 

And  plant  witnin  the  germ  of  lite ; 

Come  brilliant  sunshine,  pour  a  flood 

Of  warmth,  life-giving,   on  this  bud. 

No  wayside  traveller  stops  for  cheer 

From  this  the  rose  that  hangeth  near, 

Nor  butterfly  or  bee  appear 

To  sip  the  needed  nectar  here; 

The  lowliest  flower  that  greets  the  eye 

Is  fairer  to  the  butterfly  ; 

Though  showers  shall  fall  and  air  is  hot, 

Ala*!  the  bud  it  opens  not. 

Men's  knowledge  placed  its  beauties  on, 

And  nature  strips  them  one  by  *»ne, 

Till  but  a  rag,  deformed  and  sere, 

Hangs  now  a  pulseless  image  there. 

What  man  will  stay  or  stoop  to  cull 

Man's  miserable  miracle? 


BUILDING. 

To  the  realms  of  space  infinite  I  was  carried  in  a  vision, 

I  was  carried,  carried,  carried,  far  aloft  towards  the  sky, 

There  below  me  lay  a  picture,  where  in  numbers  no  man 
counted, 

Folks  were  building,  building,  building,  from  their 
childhood  till  they  die. 

There  were  mansions  some  had  builded,  in  grand  archi- 
tecture wrought  them : 

They  had  piled  and  piled  and  piled  them,  in  magnifi- 
cence to  stand. 

There  was  hall  and  there  was  cottage,  there  were  hovels 
there  beside  them, 

And  every  one  who  builded  had  material  there  at  hand. 

There  were  some  who  builded  slowly,  and  their  struc- 
tures were  but  lowly : 

They  were  scraping,  scraping,  scraping,  new  material 
to  command. 

There  were  some  were  blessed  with  plenty  and  accu- 
mulated plenty. 

There  were  heaps  and  heaps  and  heaps  that  their  halls 
did  not  demand. 

Spare  material  lay  and  rotted,  and  the  builders  grew 
besotted  : 

They  wore  satisfied  and  fattened  in  their  halls  so  great 
and  grand. 
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There  these   mansions  in  their  glory,   with  the  rotting 

heaps  beside  them, 
Tell   of  work   now  long  forgotten,  tell   of  glory   passed 

away. 
Now  some  mystic  whispered  to  me,  "  Do  you  think  you 

understand  it, 
This  scant  hovel,   or  the  cottage,  or  this  hall  of  grand 

display  ? 
To  each  one  who  started  building  certain  portions  were 

allotted, 
To  be  working,  working,  working,  till  was  used  all  his 

clay. 
Some  had   more   than    they  had   need   of,   scarce  could 

others  build  a  hovel. 
Thus   there  seemed   no   rhyme   or   reason,    some    were 

favoured  in  the  sharing. 
But  it  was  not  ever  proven,  should  a  man  be  heaped 

and  loaded, 
He  should  lose  it  or  abuse  it,  he  should  squander,  never 

caring. 
There  might  be  a  poorer  builder,  needing  boarding  for 

his  hovel, 
Or  a  roof    to    cover    over    where  the   cruel   storms  had 

blown. 
Should  it  happen  you  are  favoured,  you  have  more  than 

you  are  needing. 

Do  not  lose  it,  use  it,  use  it,  not  upon  yourself  alone. 
Every  man  he  builds  a  portion,  in  the  history  of  ages, 
Builds  a  portion  of  an  era,  helps  in  piling  up  the  aeons. 
Every  portion   that    is    builded   bears    the     workman's 

stamp  upon  it. 
So  that  those  who  follow  after,  in  their  running,  they 

may  read. 
Xot  the  paint  and  not  the  gilding,  but  the  accuracy  of 

building. 
Shall  tell  out  to  future  ages  thorough  working  was  your 

creed." 


DOUBT. 

ALL  life  to  me  was  fair  and  good. 
Nor  thought  I  of  a  future  day, 
Unless  my  dreaming  thoughts  at  times 
Made  brighter  still  the  onward  way. 
The  present  held  a  brimming  cup, 
While  drifting  on  I  drank  it  up. 
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My   path  was  through  a   valley  cool, 

Sweet  with  the  harmony  of  song ; 

Fair  flowers  bloomed  beneath  my  feet, 

I  lived  their  fragrances  among. 

I  never  dreamt  that  others  tire 

On  roads  of  ruthless  thorns  and  mire. 

My  vision  scann'd  but  smallest  space, 

Enchanted  in  self's  little  sphere, 

I  noted  not  the  haggard  look, 

Nor  saw  the  stifling  of  a  tear. 

I  saw  no  grievous  widowhood, 

I  never  dreamt  but  God  was  good. 

One  eve  as  gloomy  night  crept  on, 
When  stealthy  shadows  veiled  the  light ; 
Around  my  window  moaned  and  howled 
The  restless  winds  of  winter's  night, 
And  'mongst  the  moans  I  thought  to  hear 
The  sounds  of  human  accents  there. 

'Twas  strange,  and  yet  upon  the  pane 
I  saw  a  gaunt  and  bony  hand, 
And  then  distinct  I  saw  a  form 
As  from  some  distant  sspirit  land. 

0  speak,  .strange  vision,  tell  me  where 
You  caught  that  image  of  despair." 

My  heart  stood  still,  while  on  my  ear 
Was  poured  a  tale  of  human  woe, 
A  tale  my  mind  could  bare  conceive; 
But  oh,  my  heart  it  seem'd  to  know. 
Then,  as  the  vision  faded  out, 
It  left  its  legacy  of  doubt. 

How  easy  'tis  for  human  kind 

To*  live  as  'twere  for  self   alone, 

To  gauge  the  breadth  of  other  lives 

Just  by  the  measure  of  their  own, 

Till  chance  throws  down  the  self-made  sc'een, 

And  points  him  to  a  wider  scene. 

1  see  that  face  with  furrowed  lines 
Imprinted  there   by  poignant  pain ; 
That  grievous  tale  I  still  can  hear, 
And  oh,  my  heart  it  bleeds  again. 

I  cry  to  empty  space  above, 

Oh  where  is  God,  if  God  is  Love? 

Seems  doubt  the  mother  of  desire, 
Desire  to  know  the  right  or  wrong, 
Desire  to  leave  the  beaten  track, 
And  bid  the  human  man   be  strong ; 
To  test  the  strength  of  given  creeds, 
And  give  the  man  the  room  he  needs. 
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Like  palaces  strewn  o'er  the  land. 

I  see  the  churches  tall  and  fair, 

Foundations  built   on   martyrs'  bones 

Who  died  in  battle-royal  there. 

Died  they  in  spirit   intestate, 

And  left  but  stone  and  wood  and  plate? 

How  distant  seems  that  old  ideal 
That  worked  to  give  the  hungry  bread, 
That  walked  with    weary,   tired  feet, 
And  had  not  where  to  lay  its  head. 
Wrapt  round  with  richest  vestures'  glow 
Who  sees  the  olden  image  now? 

Strange  chance  and  change,  in  rampant  mood, 
Move  'mongst  the  struggling  human  throng, 
Leaving  a  trail  of  stricken  things 
Behind  them  as  thev  move  along. 
And  many  seeking  aid,  get  wrecked 
Upon  the  jagged  rocks  of  sect. 

I  turn  away  from  spire  and  hall, 

From  cushioned  seat  and  carpet  aisle, 

To  gloomy  street  and  alley  ways, 

Where  dwell  the  gnmy  sons  of  toil. 

Come,  Christians,  from  your  cushioned  seats, 

Come,  see.  these  gloomy  city  streets. 

Your  garments  lift,  as  well  you  may. 

Your  cheeks  they  glow,  and  so  they  should  ; 

Go,  sell  your  tinsel   and  your  ease 

For  fallen  man  and  womanhood  ; 

Ten  thousand  to  your  churches  given 

Will  never  buy  a  road  to  heaven. 

Though  rich  your  church,  this  does  not  prove 

That  'tis  a  very  gate  to  heaven; 

Your  churches  may  lift  fallen  men, 

But  human  love  must  be  the  leaven. 

Say,  are  there  any  better  creeds 

Than  those  of  loving  human  deeds? 

Turn  back  and  seek  the  old  ideal, 
Throw  luxuries  and  gilding  out; 
Come,  let  some  human  love  flow  in, 
And  lay  the  grim  old  spectre,   doubt. 
Oh  haste!  for  human  love  can  prove 
That  Love  is  God  and  God  is  Love. 
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